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RIGHT HONOURABLE LORD THURLOW, 


LORD HIGH CHANCELLOR OF ENGLAND; 


THE FOLLOWING TRAGEDY 


%% m) 


(WHO WAS, MANY YEARS, CONNECTED WITH 
A COURT, YET ALWAYS PRESERVED A 
SPIRIT OF INDEPENDENCE; WHO ADMINI- 
STERED EQUITY, WITH THE MOST CONSCIEN=- 
TIOUS IMPARTIALITY; WHO, IN THE MOST 
TRYING JUNCTURES OF AN ACTIVE AN x- 


DUOUS LIFE, WAS DETERMINED, AND INTREPID) 


IS RESPECTFULLY INSCRIBED, 


BY HIS LORDSHIP'S OBLIGED, 


AND MOST OBEDIENT SERVANT, 


THE AUTHOUR. 


T H E 


DE 3404 


AT firſt determined to write this Tragedy, 
with an intention to have it brought on the 
ſtage. It's fortunate theatrical repreſentation 
would have been of great importance to my in- 
tereſt, and to the ſatisfaction of my mind. My 
diſappointment, in it's progreſs towards publick 
notice (for which I was well prepared, by pre- 
ceding, and long adverſity) was uniform with 
the current of my life. Therefore it was eaſily 
borne by a philoſophy, not beſtowed on me by 
nature; nor formed, and eſtabliſhed by volun- 
tary diſcipline ; but vigorous, I hope, and ma- 
tured, by the gradual, rugged, and neceſſary 
culture, of harſh events. I ſhould certainly not 
have ſent my Tragedy to the preſs, if I had not 
thought it's compoſition worthy of a poet. A 
more particular account of it's riſe, and fate, to 
the preſent time, I think I owe to myſelf, and 
to the great tribunal to which I now appeal. 
The account I ſhall give, with that -ſincerity, 
and frankneſs, which have, hitherto, character- 
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ized my writings, My enemies are to me, 
ſuch inſignificant beings, that I am now deli- 
berately preparing for them, topicks of gratifi- 
cation. Let them enjoy their puny triumphs; 
while the very means which afford exultation 
to 7hem, procure for me the candour, the ſym- 
pathy, the eſteem of humane, and liberal minds; 
while to my wiſhes they propitiate Literary 
Fame. — Thou ſplendid, auguſt, and moſt power- 
ful object! All the avocations, all the anxie- 
ties of a precarious, and changeful life; all the 
poſſible diſcouragements, and mortifications to 
ingenuous perſuits; all the virulence, and acti- 
vity of malice, have not extinguiſhed, have not 
cooled, the ardour of my homage to thee !— 
Nor have theſe formidable foes to inflexible merit, 
and to it's immediate, and uſeful rewards, been 
able to deprive me of hy ſmiles! Shall I adopt 
the language of auſtere, and frozen wiſdom, and 
call thee a vapour, a painted, and deluſive me- 


_ teor !—No! I will not profane thy ſacred name! 


I will not be impiouſly ungrateful to thee for 
thy influence !—It is ine, to people, and to 
vary ſolitude, with beings of beautiful form, 
and expreſſion ; to make ſilence emphatical, and 
oracular; to inſpire, and to urge the conqueſt of 
tyranny, and oppreſſion ; to dignify even po- 

| A. verty ; 
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verty ; and to mingle the tear of rapture with 
that of afflition!—Shall I then join the affected, 
and pedantick ſchoolmen, in a ſacrilegious con- 
tempt of thee! No! thou healeſt the wounds 
of injured ſenſibility; thou calleſt forth it's 
nobleſt exertions; therefore thou art an emiſſary 
from God! 


The preſent and ſurrounding objects are apt, 


too forcibly to impreſs a feeling mind. Thoſe 


objects, however, according to their nature, 
may, either infuſe immoral, and depraved, or 
generous, and exalted ſentiments. The three 
laſt years of my life I have paſſed in retirement, 
which can never be unfruitful to Him who is ha- 
bituated to intellectual employment. A con- 
verſation with our own unbiafſed thoughts, and 
with rural images, produces charming, and ſalu- 
tary effects. It reinſtates, in our hearts, the 
rightful empire of nature; it gives imagination 
it's virtuous, free, and unbounded range: we 
forget, or we diſdain the uſurpation, and deſpo- 
tiſm of faſhion, which boldly limit, and confine, 
even the emanations of the ſoul. "Though I was 
not a ſtranger to the town, nor to the indiſpen- 
ſable requiſites for a modern drama; yet when 
my ſequeſtered, and ruſtick hours were devoted 
to important, and intereſting themes, ſuperfi- 
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cial, and tranſitory rules, and arts vaniſhed from 
my fight ; and I indulged the too diſcurſive, and 
luxuriant ſcope, of reaſon, and of fancy. I un- 
fortunately conſidered, not ſo much what the 
heroes of my piece would be allowed to ſay at 
Covent-Garden, or Drury-Lane, as what they 
might naturally, and perhaps elegantly, and 
ſpiritedly have ſaid, in their own particular, and 
reſpective ſituations. I gave them thoſe con- 
nected, and cogent ſtrains, in the defence of 
private, and publick virtue, with which France 
has been delighted, from the days of Corneille, 
and Racine, to thoſe of Voltaire, and Crebillon; 
but to which a patient ear has been refuſed by 
us, who are eſteemed a ſerious, and thinking 
people.—l was not ſufficiently attentive to the 
ſuperficiality, and gaiety of the times, while I 
raiſed and dignified my drama, with moral and 
ſacred objects. I beg that even the reader who 
is a dupe to faſhion, may not be prejudiced 
againſt my tragedy by what I am now acknow- 
ledging: all yt ſuperſtition, fanaticiſm, and 
{piritual tyranny, which render an abſolute prieſt 
the moſt odious of human beings, are arraigned, 
and reprobated: while all ba: true, and 


amiable religion, which adorns, and almoſt det- 


fies 
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fies the man, is warmly recommended, and en- 
forced. 

From the inauſpicious parts of my play, to 
which I have now referred, and which I could 
not omit, nor alter, without changing it's whole 
ſtructure, Mr. Harris thought it not adapted 
to theatrical repreſentation. I have no doubt 
that managers may be inſolent; and I have been 
maliciouſly miſrepreſented as a very irritable 
man: but I muſt here aſſure the publick, that 
the manner in which he declined from accepting 
my Tragedy, did very great credit to him, as a 
gentleman, and to me, as a poet. When Provi- 
dence is pleaſed to grant me a ceſſation from 
various calamity ; when I enjoy my halcyon- 
days of literary leiſure, and of unbroken intel- 
lectual force; I hope I ſhall compole, for the 
Rage, another drama; in which immediate bu- 
ſineſs, incident, ſituation, and paſſion, ſhall 
deciſively, and regularly reſtrain, and direct, 
the current of my mind. In the mean time, 
I requeſt, from the publick, their favourable 
acceptance of the Tragedy of Ximenes. I thought 
{but not without a proper anxiety) that it had 
merit. The ſanction of Mr. Jerningham has, 
now, removed my jealouſy of my own feelings, 


and of my own opinion. 
For 


x NA 


For the more elegant, and forcible arrange- 
ment of my play, I have violated the chrono- 
logy, and the hiſtory of the times of Ximenes. 
I ſuppoſe, for inſtance, that Ferdinand, and Iſa- 
bella were dead, at the conqueſt of Granada; 
though, in fact, they were, both, living at that 
memorable æra. It will not be diſputed that ſuch 
licences are the indubitable privileges of a poet. 

After I had compoſed, and diſtinctly written 
my Tragedy, I new modelled, and again fairly 
copied it. All this unprofitable exertion, and la- 
bour, will excite the ſneer of enmity, and malice. 
But theſe gorgons are already baniſhed from 
my fancy; they are ſucceeded by an attractive, 


and conſoling image; by the regret of the ge- 
nerous. 


Much animation, great improvement in this 
play, I am proud to acknowledge that I owe to 
the ſuggeſtions, and advice of Mr. Jerningham. 
And in juſtice to his judgement, I muſt obſerve, 
that he doubted it's theatrical ſucceſs, If I 
took not this opportunity to pay a ſincere and 
particular tribute of gratitude to that gentleman, 
I ſhould do violence to my ſentiments, and to 
my underſtanding. His correſpondence actuated 
my mind with the moſt lively, and pictureſque 
ideas, in my dreary ſolitude; it ſublimated, with 

the 
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the æther of Italy, the mildews of Northum- 
berland. I flatter myſelf that he will have the 
mclination, I am ſure that he will have the power, 
even when we are many degrees diſtant from 
each other, to refine, with the charming magick 
of poetry, and of friendſhip, the * pure at- 
moſphere of a more genial clime. To me, he 
may pour freſh claſſical beauty, and majeſty, 
over the ſoil, which gave birth to Annibal, and 
which was painted by Livy. His friendly at- 
tention to my intereſt, and happineſs, hath very 
powerfully mitigated my unequal fate. He en- 
tertains too high an eſteem for my merit; he is 
tender to my faults; and, in his inſtance, he is 
a complete, and evangelical contraſt to thoſe. 
who preſume officially to inculcate the bene- 
volent and celeſtial doctrine of our mild, and 
merciful Maſter. 


* This part of the preface alludes to my clerical appointment 
at Tangier, 


THE 
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Written by the AuTHovur, 


1 virtue on our ſtage appears, 
To- night; and owes more majeſty to years; 
May it your plaudits win, if not your tears! 


Sure all who hear me, have peruſed the reign 
Of the famed lord of Germany, and Spain. 
But who regrets not a recording page, 

Zealous for Charles, neglectful of the ſage? 
Where, of the tyrant a full-length we ſee; 
And, Ximenes ! a miniature of thee ! 


Tutored by time, and watchful to repreſs 
A muſe, once prone to juvenile exceſs ; 
Ardent to praiſe, and tender to condemn, 
We leave grave hiſtory to it's prudent phlegm); 
Vet ſay, what poet would not rather ſing 
The generous regent, than the gloomy king ? 


Our venerable hero's life you'll find 
Of ſtrain harmonious with a Britiſh mind ; 
By genius taught, three hundred years ago, 
To lawleſs power a perſevering foe, 
At length, he broke the deſpot's Gothick chain, 
And introduced humanity to Spain 
For her, vindictive hoſts he oft defied, - 
The fierce reſentment of Caſtilian pride 
For her, a tear oft ſtealing, with a ſigh, 
Suffuſed the language of a ſpeaking eye; 
Her cauſe gave ſpirit to his lateſt breath, 
And turned attention from the ſhaft of death. 


Since then to you, reſpectful in his aim, 
By noble means our bard aſpires to fame; 


Hither 
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Hither no ſing-ſong, trifling object brings, 
Of you unworthy, and Caſtalian ſprings; 
Requeſts your leave to plead a generous cauſe, 
The patronage of arts, and equal laws; 
Religion, freed from every prieſtly guile, 

And beaming, with her own celeſtial ſmile; 
Since he preſents no common tragick theme, 
Enlarged by wild imagination's dream; 

But wiſhes, for awhile, the ſoul diſtreſſed 
With woes that ſtung a dying patriot's breaſt ; 
Woos you, from tricks to wean your eye, your ear, 
To feel, to think, to reaſon, while you hear; 
With His exertions let your zeal conſpire ; 
And with the Britiſh, aid the poet's fire ; 
Aſſert the taſte of a ſuperiour age; 

And to old dignity reſtore the ſtage. 


Then ſhall our authour boaſt a new renown, 
A mitre friendly to his laurel crown ; 
The church's lights, that ſtill, with diſtant rays, 
Like his Arcturus, viewed his cheerleſs days, 
Shall ſee the rigour of their frozen reign 
Contraſted with the ſplendid warmth of Spain 
Struck with the rare example, they ſhall own 
A ſtrong prelatick influence, long unknown, 
A Chriſtian glory from Toledo's throne ! 
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DRAMATIS PERSON &. 


M E N. 


XIMENES, Cardinal, and Regent of Spain. 
ZarcR1, a Mooriſh Prince. 

GIRAL Do, a Spaniſh Officer. 
ToRQUEMADA, Inquiſitor General of Spain. 


AUDLEY), an Engliſhman, } ls of ain. 
RANDOL fo, a Florentine, 

ALVAREZ, a Hermit. 

ALoNzo, Secretary to the Regent. 

LoPEzZ, a Spaniſh Gentleman. 

Dukk oF MEDINA S1Dox1A, Father of Leonora. 
Dok k oF ALva, 


MARqQu1S or AGUILAR, Grandees of Spain. 


Marquis oF As rToRGA, 0 
Three Mooriſh Priſoners. 0 

i; 
GATINARA, a Meſſenger from the Court of Bruſſels. 3 


WOM E N. 


Lzo xo A, Daughter of the Duke of Medina Sidonia, 
loved by Zaigri. 
L.UCINDA, her Friend, 


3CENE ;- I, and near, Granada, in Spain. 


XIMEN EE s. 


. 


1 


SCENE I. 


Enter Lop EZ, and GIRAL Do. 


LOPEZ. 


ES; though, perhaps, my warmth is cooled by 

4 years, | | 

Yet I love thine, Giraldo : may it kindle, 

Whene'er thy boſom feels thy country's glory ! 

Even it's exce/s I love ; that generous flame 

Forms the good citizen; the gallant ſoldier. 

What an auſpicious æra marks our days 

For ſeven long ages did the Moors pollute 

Our Chriſtian ſoil ; nay, ruled our Chriſtian ſons ! 

But Heaven crowned all our toils ; our plans ; our tro- 
phies; 
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Our unextinguiſhed valour, faith unſhak en, 
i Wich never-fading laurels, or with palms 
j More ſacred, from the moment when the croſs 


; Waved on the high Alhambra ! 


GIRAL DO. 6 1 

j 1 And who, Lopez, 
Was evidently ſent, as Heaven's vicegerent, 

0 To crown our Spaniſh policy, and arms, 

With a bright ſeries of ſucceſs, and triumph, 

Who, but our glorious regent ?-—-At the image, 

Or name of Ximenes, my ſoul takes fire, 


Inflamed with civick pride, fluſhed with the virtue, 
And honour of Caſtile ! 


Lor E Zz. 


A juſter cauſe, 
Giraldo, never can awake thy ardour. 
In varied ſcenes, propitious to fair fame, 
He ſhines, with equal, and unrivalled luſtre ; 
Whether he ſecks, with piety ſincere, 
In the receſſes of his cheſnut-grove, 
The pure, cxalted pleaſures of devotion ; 
Or whether he reviſits Alcala; 
| And, there, improves the walks of literature; 
| Gives to the liberal arts his warm protection, 
Minerva's more ſerene, ſublimer province; 
Blending his laurel with the peaceful olive; — 
Or, if we view him in the royal palace, 
The confctior, the counſellor, of kings; 
| | | The 
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The grateful voices of united Spain, 
With the true patriot's warmth, would bear me witneſs, 
How nobly he adorns his dignities. 


GIRALDO, 


Genius, like other energies of nature 
Of mighty force, ſubdues her weaker powers, 
And moulds it's ductile captives to it's will: 
It's keen, and active ſpirit ſuperſedes 
The true advantages of birth, and fortune; 
It conquers, with it's ardent perſeverance, 
The prejudices, the malicious arts 
Of human kind; and wich it's inſpiration, 
Diverts, and breaks, the painted bubble, faſhion, 
Admired, and followed, by the vulgar throng. 
Our cardinal evinced it's faculties 
Intuitive, it's quick, and charming magick, 
A pious monk, from a ſecluded cell, 
And from ſecluded ſhades, inſpired by genius, 
Knew, in a moment, how to rule the world. 


LOP EZ. 


And yet his conqueſt of Oran (a conqueſt, 
Which Ferdinand, though born, and trained, a heros 
Would never have preſumed to meditate) 
To which, planned by himſelf, he led, in perſon, 
Gives the moſt burniſhed, and reſplendent page 
Of his eventful, and bright hiſtory. 
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X Il M E N E S; 


G1 AL po. 

The real enterprize was ſo aſpiring, 

So pictureſque, that to my mind it brings 

My young, and beauteous dreams of chivalry. 

Heavens! can I ere forget (chou knoweſt, I ſerved, 

Too young a volunteer, in that campaign 0 

How my great maſter in all noble arts, 

Tempered, from unexampled ſelf. controul, 

Giving fair ſcope to judgment, his high ſpirit, 

With the calm ſtyle adapted to the juncture! 

Blended his claim to abſolute command 

With mild expoſtulation's gentler empire; 

And thus compoſed, and moulded to his purpoſe, 

Two mutinous, and deſperate myrmidons, 

Raiſed by himſelf to higheſt warlike honours, 

The ruffian of Navarre, and Vianelli! 

Can I forget the new, and awful fight, 

That ſtruck my boyiſh fancy, and will warm 

With youthful fire, my froſt of hoary age ! 

A reverend prelaie, with impaſſive ſoul, 

Then only more auguſt by ſeventy years, 

And habited in robes pontifical ; 

Addrefling, in the van, our liſtening army, 

With force of language irreſiſtible, 

And with as powerful majeſty of manner 

His varied ſpeech inflaming, now, the ſoldier 

With earthly honours ; now, with thoſe rewards 

That mock the waſte of time; that are eternal, 

Inſpired the faithful with a holy zeal, 

And love of glorious deeds, untelt before. 
| LOP EZ. 
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LOPEZ. 


No wonder, that the valour was determined, 
And conquered all before it, which was fired, 
At once, by eloquence, and by religion ! 


G1R AL po. 

At firſt, I imaged to myſelf, our troops 
Led by a legate ſent us from the ſkies. 
And as undiſciplined imagination 
Is fertile to create, and to combine 
Quickly ſucceſſive, and fantaſtick pictures, 

In fleeting ſcenes, I to my mind recalled 
What I had read of Rome's illuſtrious worthies. 
One while, our chieftain was my pioug Numa, 
Next, my Camillus ; then, my Cincinnatus. 


Lor E Zz. 

Giraldo, I'm enamoured with thy portrait, 
Faithful, at once, and vivid; when the virtues, 
And talents (various both) of our great man, 
Are thus collected to one point of view, 

With double energy, they ſtrike the mind. 


GIRAL DO. 


My hero is as amiable as great; 
Famed for the practice of humanity. 
When Ximenes, with Pedro of Navarre, 
Entered Oran, ſubdued, and deſolate, 
Through walls of ſlaughtered Moors; the pious victor 
Felt his proud conqueſt fade; 'twas, in his breaſt, 
B 3 Change 
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Changed into grief, and horrour ; tears adorned 
His venerable face; with look ſevere, 

He to his warriour turned: Oh! why, Navarre, 
« So prodigal of blood? The Moors were men, 

« Our natural brothers ; and, perhaps, ere long, 
Had been our brethren in the Chriſtian faith! 

& All human triumphs have their dark alloy. 
Each mortal ſtab ſuperfluouſly given 

« To them; given in wild, military ravage, 

c Is a heart's wound to me.” 


LOPEZ. 


This anecdote, 
Reflecting brighter fame than any laurel, 
That e'er encircled a victorious brow, 
Flows, in ſoft harmony with all his conduct, 
In ſocial, civil, and religious life. 
And would this father of a grateful country, 
Who, though his foul is generous, and humane, 
Almoſt beyond example, can be ſtern, 
At the command of juſtice, and ſevere, 
Almoſt with heavenly awe ; would be reſolve 
To queli his charming tenderneſs of nature, 
For the ſtate's good, and in religion's cauſe ; 
Wich firmneſs to atchieve ere glorious deed; 
I'd almoſt learn indifference to the names 
Recorded in our holy calendar; 
And be thould be tutelary faint! 


CIRALDO. 
What action, Lopez, can thy mind imagine 
Too great. for his performance ? 


A180 EDT. 


Lor EZ. 
You know Zaigri ? 


GIRALDO. 


The famous Mooriſh prince, the gallant captive, 
Now in Granada, whom fair Leonora, 

The daughter of Medina's duke, eſteems 

Too highly ; who, at Munda's well-fought battle 
(Munda, where empire has been thrice * diſputed !) 
Sprung from his tent, forgetting malady, 

To fave his royal father, old Abdallah, 

Preſſed by a hoſt of foes ? 


LoPEZ. 
I mean the ſame. 


GIRALDO. 


What conduct doſt thou wiſh, from Ximenes, 
To Zaigrl ? | 
LO E z. 


*Tis my wiſh, that the good prelate 
Would make a convert of his royal friend ; 
Would, for this end, exert a kind compulſion ; 
With true regard, would force him to be ſaved. 
To ſacrifice our preſent eaſe, is virtue. 


Ad Mundam——caftra Punica mota: et Romani eo confeſtim 
ſecuti ſunt. Ibi ſignis collatis pugnatum per quatuor ferme horas; 
2 vincentibus Romanis, ſignum receptui eſt datum, quòd 

nen Scipionis femur tragula confixum erat; pavorque circa eum 
ceperat milites, ne mortiferum eſſet vulnus. Cæterùm haud dubium 
fuit, quin niſi ea mora interveniſſet, caſtra eo die Punica capi potuerint. 

Livy, B. xxiv. ch. 42. 
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What various good would Ximenes effect, 
By feeling, for a while, the pangs of friendſhip ! 


His conſcience ever would approve the deed ; 


His friend's eternal weal would be ſecured ; 
And thouſands added to the Chriſtian world! 


GIR AL PDO. 


How ſuperſtition ſteels a heart humane 
And ranks oppreſſive with angelick deeds ! 


| Have you to learn the regent's character? 


I know him; he's a prodigy complete 

A churchman ; yet he's not a hypocrite; 

A churchman ; yet he riots not in power ; 

A churchman ; yet he moſt delights in mercy. 
Ves; when the ſun, propitious to our clime, 
With wintry aſpect rules the jocund ſpring, 

A Ximenes will perſecute a Zaigri. 


LO E z. 


Surely, all means are worthy of our praiſe, 
Which bring mankind within the church's pale. 
I fear, Graldo will reject my tenet. 

And if 1 was not, now, too long detained, 
But with great pleaſure to myſelf, I'd hear thee, 


AVell-pleaſed, even on 7his topick : from Alonzo, 


Our regent's tecrerary, I've received 
A metlage ; my attendance it requires. 


Different opinions, on important ſubjects 


Are not with friendſhip cOmparhle: 
Farewell, Giraldo. 


GIRALDO. 


A TRAGEDY. 6 


GIRALD 0. 


Lopez, fare you well, 
[ Exit Lop RZ. 


GIRALD0, alone. 


ce Surely, all means are worthy of our praiſe, 

Which bring mankind within the church's pale!” 

Curſe on the doctrine Oh! benignant heaven! 

Is not my execration ratified 

By thoſe eternal laws that ſpring from thee; 

Laws coexiſtent with the firſt of beings ! 

If Ximenes could wound a Zaigri's conſcience 

(I feel it baſe, to form the ſuppoſition !) 

All my ſincere encomium I'd retract ; 

I'd give it to the winds, He, who torments 

Our mortal part, formed with acute ſenſations, 

Is a fell tyrant : but the wretch who tortures 

Our frame ethereal ; who, with ſacrilege 

Never to be forgiven, preſumes to check 

The free, celeſtial ſpirit ; who would chain 

The mind, inſpired by reaſon's heavenly ray; 

Endowed with power diſcurſive, or to chooſe, 

Or to refuſe ;—the wretch, who bids the bloom 

Of conſcience wither (conſcience, the good man's em- 
- pire !) | 

Who racks the ſoul ; is, ſurely, more a tyrant ; 

More a refiner on barbarity. 

The culprit lives on earth, ſupremely hated; 

And, when he dies, hell's fierceſt fiends receive him. 

For him, there is no hope of purgatory. 


His 
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His ſoul, whoſe eſſence is, the droſs of evil, 


No penal fires can ever purify ! 
[ Exit Giraldo. 


SCENE II. 


Aloxzo, Secretary to X1MENES, ſitting at a Table; 
Ink, Paper, Books, before him, 


ALoN z o, alone. 


Our noble regent's illneſs, every moment 
Faſt brings him to the confines of the grave: 
A loſs irreparable 7 ſhall grieve, 
Soon as his breath expires ; the gentleſt maſter, 
And the moſt generous friend; - but what am I? 


Spain, and the Indies, when our regent dies, 
Will loſe a father ! 


A Servant enters. 


Sir, two gentlemen ; 
The one from Florence, from the capital 
Of England comes the other ; and they wiſh 
A private interview with Ximenes, 


ALONSZ o. 
You have their names * 


Servant. 


Randolfo, Sir, and Audley. 


ALONZ o. 


They've been expected long; firſt, ſhow them hither. 
The 
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[The Servant returns with Audley and Randolfo; 
leaves them, and retires, 


ALoNZo proceeds. 


Moſt worthy Sirs, you're welcome to Granada 
Thrice welcome, in the name of Ximenes 
I knew you well before you entered Spain ; 
Your high repute in learning; to theſe realms 
You come, to realize a noble object; 
To cultivate the human mind with arts 

Ingenuous; to co-operate with one, 

| Whoſe heart, and talents, even excell his ſtation. 


AUDLEY. 


Your welcome, Sir, is civil; it is courtly ; 
now expect a greeting to receive | 
From Ximenes himſelf; at his deſire, 
Warmly repeated, we have left the land 
Where firſt we ſaw the light ; and whence, mankind, 
Seldom, but for ſome great and cogent reaſon, 
Are voluntary exiles, 


* © *aaca# 


ALON Zz o. 


Sir, the cauſe, 

Why, now, our regent is inviſible, 

Except to thoſe who ſmoothe the bed of ſickneſs, 
I'm forry to announce; a painful illneſs, 

And obſtinate, preſſes him hard to-day ; 

Sinks all his faculties; and will, I fear, 

Ere long, put out Spain's brighteſt luminary. 


RAN- 
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RANDOLEF0. 


The melancholy tidings that you give us 
Of one, whoſe virtuous fame is fpread o'er Europe, 
Are, to the good afflictive; we ſhall wait, 
Till Heaven is more propitious to our viſit. 


AUDLEY. 


Waiting, with ſervile patience, on the great, 
Perhaps may ſuit the policy of Florence; 
But ve, rough, honeſe {ons of Saxon freedom, 
Never loſe ſight, or, F never Sught to loſe it, 
Of man's original equality. 
Vet, we are not barbarians; to invade 
The languid hour of ſickneſs; and to urge 
1t's preſſure, is remote from my intention. 
I know the virtues of Spain's cardinal; 
But I would have it known, on what foundation 
My mind was fixed, when I took leave of England. 
T left it, w ith a full, and firm reſolve 
To do my duty; bat, while I performed, 
J felt that he, who, with man's beſt ambition, 
Devotes his life to learning, and to virtue, 
Deſerves eſteem and friendſhip, even from kings. 
Thus Horace, though, ſometimes, to freedom's foes 
He deigned to offer incenſe, thought, and acted ; 
And thus, Auguſtus, though he ſhackled Rome. 


ALONTZ 0. 


Perſue that ſtrain, till we forbid'it, here. 


AUD LE x. 


Py Y — &# ave 


AUDLEY. 


Then, doubtleſs, I proceed with greater pleaſure, 
The mind, enriched with intellectual ſtores, 
And in that wealth delighting, will aſſert 
The rights of liberty and independence, 
Whether it dwells in Britain, or Iberia. 

Few are it's wants; the ſubjugated ſenſes 

Dare not inſult it with zherr low defires : 

And why doth he perſue, why idolize 

Sublime examples, but into his ſoul 

To work their greatneſs; and from them to learn, 
With equal ſpirit, ever to diſtinguiſh ; 
The bold decifions of our pride, and caprice, 
From Heaven's eternal, and it's Juſt decrees ? 


ALOoN zo. 


Thy ſpeech, ingenuous Engliſhman, ide, * 


The very heart, and foul of Ximenes. 

Why, he has, now, for fifty glorious years, 
Been toiling, watching, riſking every danger, 
In all the ſacred rights of human nature; 


In the great charter iſſued from Heaven's court, 


To equalize our ſubjects. Would you walk 

Some minutes on the terrace; from that door n 
It lies; I long to bring congenial ſpirits . 
Together; you ſhall ſoon from me receive ä 

A meſlage. [ Exit Alonzo, 


'RANDOLFO. 


For your own advantage truſt me; 


14 z..1 ME N-E-S$:+ 


By flexibility alone, good Audley, 
We can expect (though ſtrong our other titles) 
Eaſe with the world, and favours from the great. 
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AUDLEY. 
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A conſcious, rational, immortal being; 
A being, who ſhould owe his ſatisfaction, 
His raptures of exiſtence, to his God, 
And to himſelt alone, had better want 
That flexibility, however ſpecious 
The fruits it brings, than in his boſom bear 
The mortifying ſenſe, that he has acted, 
Even for an hour, the hypocrite, and ſlave. 
[ Exeunt Audley and Randolfo. 
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SCENE III. 


Enter LEONORA and LUCINDA, 


LUCINDA, 


No, Leonora; on thy wounded mind 
J never ſhall, in vain, obtrude the dictates | 
Of cold, abſtracted reaſon ; that ſtale noſtrum, | | 
That panacea with philoſophers, 
Who, in the mais, and pomp confuſed of ſtudy, 
Pervertely, never read the page preſcribed, 
The page of moſt importance, human nature. 
Foo well 1 know the power of love to thwart it. 
Tie, in the tenour of its general action, 
Soft, and perſuaſive; 'is, to all appearance, 
Jamane, fibmiſſtive, and a foe to tumult; 
6 It 
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It is a gentle, pleaſing melancholy. 

But rouze it by ſome rude external cauſe, 
That oft inopportunely ſupervenes, 

To chafe its placid, and tranſlucent current; 
Then, in its rage, it tears, it drives the ſoul; 
It is reſiſtleſs as the whirlwind's force. 
Rather I would adviſe thee, in thy breaſt, 
Fair virtue's ſacred manſion, to preſerve 
Inviolate the pure, empyreal flame; 

With all its fears ; with thoſe anxieties 
Which love is doomed to ſuffer, leſt its raptures 
Give to an earthly pilgrim too much bliſs : 
Rather I would adviſe thee to ſurvey 

The future bleoming ſcenes that are diſplayed 
By Hope's auſpicious hand; and oft we find 
The promiſes of Hope performed by time. 


LEONORA. 


How my Lucinda's pleaſing accents ſoothe me! 
In uniſon they flow with zy fond wiſhes; 
They flow in uniſon with Zaigri's voice! 


Thy doctrine is his own; and, ſure, it pours 


Sweet adulation in the ear of Love. 
Oft he has told me “ Gentle Leonora, 
«© Calm be thy boſom; for its perturbations 
Miuſt ever torture mine: our mutual paſſion 
*© (Whatever to oppoſe me, might be urged, 
* In haughty tone, by prelates, or by muftis) 
« Hath innocence, and virtue for its baſis ; 
And while we keep it fixed on this foundation, 
« Its 
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Its guardian is the univerſal God, Wy” 

«© Who, to effect his will, annihilates 

* The prejudices, and the power of man. 

ce In him, and time confide ; his providence, 

« Oft fowly, as his wiſdom planned its progreſs, 

« But ever, ſurely, is matured by time.” 


Lucy pA. 


Then let thy friend's and lover's kind remonſtrance 
Compoſe thy harraſſed mind, and to thy fancy 

(Thy fancy not erroneous) break the bars, 

Only by fear ſtrengthened to adamant, 

The awful, but the temporary bars 

*T wixt happineſs, and thee ! 


a 


* 


LEON ORA. 


Truſt me, Lucinda, 
Thy counſel I reſpect; revere my duty 
Of reſignation to the will of Heaven. 
Yet I'm a being of the human ſpecies, 
And for thoſe objects which attach my ſoul, 
Muſt have my doubts, fears, and anxieties. 
What formidable foes annoy my reſt! 
Revenge, ambition, and fell inſtitution, _ 
Still more a tyrant than the other two, 
O'er nature's peaceful, and innoxious laws; | 
Her laws benevolent ; ſources divine | 
Of all true, permanent felicity ! 


Theſe cruel foes by day corrode my quiet, 2 f 
A fickly hue diffuſing o'er my life; 
And cit, by night, invade me in a dream; F 


Some 
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Some motley chaos of diſordered fancy. 

Of late, in feveriſh, interrupted ſlumbers, 
Incongruous, and contraſted ſcenes I imaged :;— 
Our Andaluſia ravaged by the Moors; 

And yon Alhambra in its former ſplendour, 

And I delighted in the revolution ; 

For Zaigri, as I thought, o'er fair Granada 

The ſceptre ſwayed, with me, a turbaned queen! 
But this fine ſpell was, in a moment broken. 
From that rich plain, to an Arabian deſart, 
Methought, we were tranſported; mixed with merchants 
And pilgrims, in a helpleſs caravan, 

Dying with thirſt, and hunger ; ſoon a vortex 

Of burning ſand aroſe; which, whirled with fury, 
Wrapped us in death, and ended all our woes ! 


LUC1IND A. 


The dreadful phantoms, which, in dreams, alarm us? 
Should not diſturb the waking, reaſoning mind. 
Come, Leonora, let thy friend conſole thee :— 

Haſt thou a friend, by her experienced woes, 

More privileged than J, to recommend 

A mind that can, by moral diſcipline, 

Exalt itſelf above ſolicitude? 

Thou knoweſt, that, in Alphonſo's virtuous love, 

I was ſupremely bleſt; my youthful ſoldier 

Was wounded, and expired, betore Oran. 

But ere he died, he wrote me an adieu, 

Conciſe, indeed, in words, but in its pathos, 

A moſt affecting funeral oration. ETD 
C « I go, 
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e go, Lucinda, to prepare a bower, 

& In the bleſt region, for two faithful lovers; 
« A bower of myrtle, and celeſtial palms ! 

«© fear, thy image, almoſt equally, 

e Divided, with my God, my parting ſoul.” ' 
While the farewell I read, a torpor ſeized me; 
A ſtupefaction, from the ſudden blow, 

Then, tears of love embalmed the hallowed paper : 
Next, I looked up to Heaven's omniſcient eye; 
To Providence, my father, and my judge; 
Whoſe preſence awed me to reſtrain my tears; 
Leſt I had given Alphonſo's memory, 

In grief's exceſs, too querulous a tribute. 


LEONORA. 


So ſtrongly doth Lucinda paint her fortune, 
That while I hear it, I forget my own. 


LUCINDA. 


Then, with the ſacred ſympathy of friendſhip, 
Let us reſolve to blend our ſoftened ſorrows ; 
Softened by reaſon, and by reſignation. 

Let us retire to thy delightful arbour, 
Which overlooks Granada's fertile plain, 
That glows with all the brighteſt tints of nature, 


And all her fragrance breathes. There, the lute's note 


Shall undulate on Zephyr's balmy wang : 
The ſun deſcending ; the pure ſky of Spain; 


Trees, fruits, and flowers; the varied ſweets of nature, 


With muſick ſhall unite congenial powers. 


Theſe 
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Theſe objects tune the ſoul ; with gentle raptures, 
They purify it from the ſervitude 

To care, and paſſion; elevate our wiſhes 

Above the province of capricious fortune; 
Tranſport us to a mount, whoſe glorious ſummit. 


Virtue hath crowned with never-fading bloom ! 


SCENE IV. 


Enters ToRYEMADA, the Inquiſitor General, alone. 


The Chriſtian pale is, every hour, enlarged ; 
And, every hour, are hereticks diminiſhed, 
Six thouſand Korans, the licentious warrants 
Of lawleſs love, and deſolating conqueſt, 

Are, by my order, as the church's ſentence, 
Now burning in Granada's royal ſquare, 
Since I enjoyed my high, tremendous office, 
Not a few ſtubborn Jews, and impious Moors 
Have in the flames expired: but, to reflect, 
How infinite of proſelytes the number, 
Gained to our faith by charitable force, 
Redeems the rigour of our inquiſition; 
Nay, proves it a criterion of ſalvation, 
Appointed under Heaven's own auſpices. 
True; theſe benevolent ſeverities 

Alarm, and wound the ſentiments of nature, 
That feminine oppoſer of the ſaint ; 

But, ſure, the kindneſs of religion bids us 


Torture the body, to enſure the ſoul. 
0-4 And 
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And what is genuine practical religion? 

*Tis, with ſtern diſcipline, to quell the tumults 
Of our importunate, rebellious feelings. 

*Tis, from whatever pleaſures moſt delight us, 
Moſt firmly to abſtain ;—'tis, for the good 

Of our immortal ſpirits, to inflict, 

Neaf to mean pity, on ourſelves, and others, 
Spontaneous, and involuntary pains : 

It is, to wage perpetual war with nature ; 

To draw, with prieſtly power, with heavenly magick, 
Down, on the meretricious bloom of fancy, 

A deep, a ſable, yet celeſtial cloud; 

In which, as in the prophet's car of vapour, 

We ſhall aſcend the ſkies !—A thought, now, ſtrikes me; 
And it ſhall have effect: it will contract 

Satan's dire influence, and enlarge the kingdom 
Celeſtial. Not a contumacious power 

On earth, ſhall check my firm, and great reſolve ; 
No, not the menace of our mighty regent, 

Urged with imperial majeity of ſway ;— 

A politician ſingularly great ; 

But a moſt tame, and deſpicable prelate. 


Enters GlRALDO. 


GIR ALDO, 


What doſt thou meditate, mild Torquemada ! 
Perhaps, with Chriſtian meekneſs, to compel! 
Some unbeliever to accept ſalvation ? 

Not, with a fruitleſs, though fraternal patience, 
Which our Meſſiah ne'er exemplified, 


To 
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To wait the ſlow, but radical effects, 

Of cogent argument, of ſoft perſuaſion ; 

But with a quick, and more deciſive proceſs, 
To plant the horrid ſtake ; to pile the faggots ; 
To light the fire, and burn him into heaven? 


ToRQUEMADA. 


In language leſs irreverent, leſs familiar, 
One of the moſt abandoned laity 
Might have accoſted me, by Providence, 
And thy ſuperiours, in this earthly kingdom, 
The guardian conſtituted, the chief patron 
Of Chriſtian truth. 


GIRAL DO. 


Were not the theme too grave. 
I ſhould return thy arrogance with laughter.— 
But deign from me, thou leader of the faithful, 
To hear ſome ſerious, and important truth. 
A Moor, though hated, though deſpiſed, by thee, 
Who worſkips, as his father, and his judge, 


The Power Supreme ; who, juſt in all his conduct, 


Extends his equity, his deeds benign, 

Even to humanity's remoteſt verge ; 

This man, I tell thee, is, in fact, a Chriſtian ; 
And thou art Antichriſt ! 


 ToRQUEMADA. 


Prote& me, Heaven ! 
What dreadful blaſphemy aſſails my ear! 
C 3 
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An advocate for infidels, for Moors ! 
Does not earth ſhake, and open, to devour us? 
I quit the dangerous, the polluted ſpot ! 


[ Exit Torquemada, 


GIR AL Do, alone. 


A murrain ſeize your herd! You call yourſelves 
The ſervants of the heavenly Prince of Peace; 
And half the miſeries that afflict mankind, 
Originate from you !—Father of mercies ! 

Thy pure, celeſtial precepts, did they flow 
Through human lite, through action, would diffuſe 
Comfort, and happineſs, around the world ! 
Thy true religion, all, beneficence, 

The foul illumines with perpetual ſunſhine ; 
Gives, to her perſevering yotaries, 

The unaffected ſmile, the vivid hope, 

Even 'midſt the ſtrong antipathies of nature; 
Even on the borders of the dreary grave. 
But this religion, hideouſly transformed 

By prieſts, embitters, poiſons all the welfare 
Of indjviduals, and of commonwealths : 

t might, without hyperbole, be termed 

An extirpation of humanity! 


[ Exit Giraldo. 


End of the Firſt 48. 
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SCENE I. 


On one Side of the Stage enters ZAlGRIL, with three 
Mooriſh Priſoners in Chains ; to them, on the other Side 
of the Stage, advances XIMENES. 


XIMENES. 


O Ximenes when Zaigri's name's announced, 
A bright afſemblage of the faireſt virtues 
Inſpires my fancy; I forget the preſſure 
Of age, and ſickneſs, and, awhile, ſeem ſtrung 
With all the vigour of my youthful days. 
What 1s thy preſent wiſh, that I can ſerve ? 
Too much thou never canſt defire of me ; 
For to thy friendſhip ; to it's active zeal, 
I owe my life. But ſay; who are theſe captives? 


Z AIGRTI. 


The leaders of the late alarming tumult, 
Whoſe fury aimed it's action at thy life. 
To thee I bring them; and not more, from zeal 
For Ximenes, than from my ardent love 
Of univerſal juſtice. Theſe bold culprits 
Have impiouſly profaned a folemn treaty ; 
Profaned the hallowed olive-ſhade of peace ; 
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And againſt thy exiſtence have directed 

Their blind revenge. To ſhow that thou art worthy 
Of different treatment, I'll not, meanly, now, 
Recite thy conduct with elaborate praiſe ; 

For well I know that we alike deſpiſe 

Whatever can be conſtrued adulation. 

But, from a ſingle fact, miſtaken men, 

Unleſs you're dead to every generous virtue, 

It muſt be evident that you're the foes 

Of one, whoſe merits if you rightly knew, 

You would not with his life abridged, but lengthened, 
With numerous years, beyond our mortal ſpan. 
When from your rage I undertook to reſcue 

This great, undaunted patriot, and to lodge him 
Safely within the walls of our Alhambra, 

He perſeveringly refuſed my offer; 

And with his friends he vowed that he would die. 
Then, let the puniſhment by Ximenes 

Himſelf be named, of lawleſs criminals, 

Who were impatient to deprive the world 

Of it's firſt virtues, 


XIME NES. 


1 hy regard for me, 
Moſt generous Zaigri, hath too ſtrongly imaged 
Their guilt, and my deſert : the pungent feelings, 
The vigorous action of reſiſtleſs nature, 
Will ſtill predominate ; no policy; | 
No power can quell them. Theſe unhappy Moors 
May plead great provocation to their outrage. 
Our mcaiures have bcen ſatal to your kingdom: 


| We've 
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We've burned the Koran of theſe men, by thouſands : 
J like them better for their violence, 

Than if they tamely had endured their maſters. 
Looſe them, and let them go ;—ſtrike off their fetters. 
Heaven is my witneſs; though I'm deemed ſevere, 
And ſupercilious; would the weal of Spain 
Proceed, without the awe of rigid juſtice, 

Without that awe, would wickedneſs reform, 

I would not make a captive in theſe realms, 

Except a grateful, honourable train, 

Bound only by the golden chain of mercy. 


LAIGRI, 


What ſay my priſoners ? your conqueror, 
You find, 1s far humaner than your prince, 


I Captive. 

I, from the preſent workings of my ſoul, 
Oh ! Zaigri, for myſelf, can fully anſwer. 
And if o'erflowing ſentiment, in others, 
Reſembles mine, I, too, for them, can anſwer. 
The ſuſceptible mind, alive to wrongs, 

Is equally alive to benefits. 

I am the proſelyte of Ximenes, 

In admiration ; let me add, in friendſhip! 
Thou, the moſt eloquent of advocates, 
That ever urged the faith of thy Meſſiah, 
Almoſt perſuadeſt me to be a Chriſtian. 


2d Cap- 
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2d Captive, to the Firſt. 
My heart, my friend, repeats the ſtrains of thine ! 


34 Captive. 


Mine vibrates in ſtrict uniſon to both. 
When the fine paſſions, by ſome great occaſion 
Excited, act with all their energy, 
They mock the weaker power of florid ſpeeches. 


XIME NES. 


Sure, this example of my equity 
Hath moſt judiciouſly been ſhown. Good Zaigri, 
When thou haſt freed from chains theſe ſouls of fire, 
Who never will, again, abuſe their freedom, 
Hither return ; ſomething I would impart, 
That claims attention from your. private ear. 
Adieu, my honeſt Moors; if you ſhould hold, 
At any time, important intercourſe 
With ſects, from which your tenets are abhorrent; 
Remember, ſtill, *tis in the breaſt of man, 
In amy faith, to be magnanimous. 


1 Captive. 
Farewell, thou noble governour of Spain! 
If thy ambition prompts thee to convert 
The generous Mooriſh race, this is the way. 
White-robed benevolence, whoſe ſmile is love, 
That ſky-deſcended cherub, ever melts 


To purer faith than inquiſitions burn. 
| Hxeunt, ZA1GR1, and the Captives. 


SCENE 
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SCENE II. 


X1MENES, alone. 

Some office to diſcharge for a great empire, 
How ſweetly does the taſk glide through the conſcience, 
When policy, and lenity conſpire ! 

This happy union of the wiſe, and good, 

But ſeldom meets the anxious miniſter ! 

Yet this fair union, in another object, 

Engages, now, my mind, with warmer intereſt. 
That object ſhould I, happily, obtain, 
Twould gild the evening of my various day; 
And my laſt ſcene would be, the placid hours, 
Given by a vernal, and deſcending ſun. 

But Zaigri (Heaven accept my wiſh !) returns. 


SCENE III. 


Re- enters, ZAIGRI. 


Z AIGRI. 


You hear the acclaim of gratitude, and joy. 
'Tis hard to ſay, whether my countrymen 
Expreſſed more rapturous triumph, for the lives 
Continued to their friends; or for the ſoul 
Angelick, that ſo eaſily could pardon. 

Oh! Ximenes, the voice of honeſt praiſe, 
Though by the mind ſevere deemed empty air, 
Even in this world, rewards, almoſt, completely, 
All our unwearied toils for publick good, 

And all the great atchievements of the hero ! 
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XIMENES. 


Doubtleſs, that praiſe is balm, which kindly ſoothes 
The pains that nc'er are ſeparate from greatneſs, 
Young, modeſt, bluſhing merit, feels it's power ; 
And merit long inured to eulogy. 

'Tis pleaſing, but not ſatisfactory. 
"Tis in thy power, at this momentous critis, 
To give me true, ſubſtantial, laſting pleaſure. 


2 A101. 


Name but the means, and I will fly, to uſe them. 


XIMENEsS. 


Embrace the Chriſtian faith; — be not alarmed; 
The beſt effects will follow thy converſion; 
Which to obtain, tis my ingenuous wiſh, 

To win thy heart, and to convince thy reaſon, 
While, then, on topicks of eternal moment, 
I honeſtly advance, with patience hear me, 


LAIGRI. 


With patience ! rather, with attention ardent, 
I'll hear thy friendly, thy paternal ſtrain : 
And that thou may'ſt pervade my inmoſt ſoul, 
The preſent ſubject of thy holy work, 
I will unfold to thee, my thoughts, my habits, 
Without the leaſt reſerve, or ſubterfuge. 
Thy novice 1s not ſtubborn ; he admits 
One of the ſacraments in Rome's religion: 
Why ſhonld I ſcruple to cue to thee! 


X1MENES. 


E TRAGEDY. 29 


XIMENES. 
Already Zaigri is a Chriſtian Moor ! 
With pleaſure I'll attend to thy recital : 
Twill give a fair foundation, a fair ſcope, 
For the great outlines of our beauteous fabrick. | 


Z AIGRI. 
I have been taught to venerate our code: 
But ſince, with years, my ſentiment, and reaſon, 4 
Grew to maturity, I own, that code ; 
Excited in my breaſt, repugnant doubts. 
Let have I not deſpaired; nor have I feared : 
For there's a ſimpler law that keeps me eaſy; 
And while it's rules diſtin& my life obeys, 
I look to Heaven, with truſt, and lively hope. 
Impelled by nature, and informed by reaſon, 
I felt, and knew, what habit hath confirmed. 
I ſcorn to be unjuſt ; to fly, in battle; 
To let my ſenſes lord it o'er my mind: 
I'm, to the proud, unbending ; with the humble, 
I ſtill deſcend to their humility. 
1 keenly ſuffer for another's woe; 
If I have power, it hath my beſt relief; 
If J have none, I ſhed a tear that ſoothes it. 
This is the ſum of my religious practice; 
And in a life of pains, and revolutions, 
It hath done wonders for me ; poured a balm 
Into it's warriour's wounds ; through a long march, 
Oppreſſive heat, tormenting thirſt, abated ; 
And, Ximenes, when, of my father's kingdom 
. . e I hardly 
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I hardly was deprived, even then it cheared me; 
And told me, that I had a kingdom left, 

The power, and art, over myſelf to reign, 

Of price far greater than all other empires ! 


XIMENES. 


Ambition to accompliſh noble objects 
Hath ever fired my life ; that ſame ambition 
Protracts, inſpirits, yet, my vital flame. 

Then grant me, for my laſt, and brighteſt glory, 
To earn a ſignal palm, in my profeſſion; 

To make a convert of a ſoul like thine ! 

A convert ! rather, an accompliſhed Chriſtian ! 
For our religion new enforcement gains, 

New demonſtration, from a Zaigri's manners. 
They ſhow, that human nature, formed by virtue, 
Glides, of it's own accord, into the ſyſtem ; 
That by her precepts, formed however nobly, 
From that ſuperiour ſyſtem it acquires 
Enlargement, ſpirit, blooming hope, too vivid, 
To ſuffer gloomy doubts, alarming fears.— 

Thy ruthleſs prophet taught thee to beſtride 
The warlike ſteed ; proudly to march to conqueſt ; 
To plunge the {word into each honeſt breaſt 
That ſcorned obedience to a ſenſual deſpot; 

Thar ſcorned the proſtitution of the ſoul. 

He taught thee to aſſaſſinate mankind ; 

To deſolate the world, and to enjoy 

The woes, the ſhrieks, of widows, and of orphans !. 


. 2416 1. 


AN a UE DY, 


LAIGRI. 


Oh! Mahomet, thou haſt deceived thy followers 


Thou broughteſt no commiſſion from the ſkies ! 


X1MENES. 


We boaſt a different leader ; all his progreſs 
Diffuſed beneficence to human kind ; 
Even to his rancorous foes, large acts of mercy. 
His laws are conſentaneous with his life ; 
They bid us quell all ſelfiſh, baleful paſſions; 
Deſtructive to their ſlave, and to the world. 
They bid us, not as Mahomet allures 
His weak diſciples, baſely overwhelm 
Our ſpark of heavenly flame with ſenſual pleaſure; 
But, in right order, as endowed with reaſon, 
To ſubjugate the body to the mind. 
Hence, the true Chriſtian, lord of appetite, 
The vanquiſher of low, but fierce reſentments, 
Which in a painful fever keep the ſoul; 
Free from impediments, perſues, with ardour, 
All that adorns, and meliorates the man; 
That poliſhes our life, or ſoothes it's ills. 
Whene'er compaſſion, with her gliſtening eye, 
Points to the ſqualid cottage of affliction, 
Jews, Moors, and Infidels, are, all, his brethren. 
Could he, in ſome remote, and barbarous land, 
By powerful gold, or ſalutary arts, 
Make -pale diſtreſs give way to blooming joy, 
He'd traverſe wilds, or ſwelling ſeas, to court 
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The god-like office ; his expanded heart, 
In every climate, feels itſelf at home.— 
It I'm prolix, excuſe the fault of age. 


Z AIGRI. 


Oh! I could liſten, through a ſummer's day, 
Io thy diſcourſe; and while my foul it ſeizes, 
The prejudices, all, relax, and die, 

Which education formed, and habit ſtrengthened, 
I have no enemies, or I forgive them: 

My love of man dilates ; *tis univerſal ; 

It ſpreads, in warm diffuſion, o'er the globe. 


XIMENES. 


The Chriſtian, in creation's dread arrangement, 
Thus holds his proper ſphere ; maintains his courſe, 
With equable, with independent motion ; 
Not from his orbit drawn, by wrong attractions; 
But ſteddy, and concentral with his God. 

If, next, we launch beyond the bounds of time, 
Anticipating our eternal ſtate, 

How does your mean elyſium pall, and fade, 
Contraſted wich our Chriſtian paradile ! 

Need I inſiſt, to Zaigri, that the joys 

Of ſenſe, are not man's chief, and final good ; 
The beſt reward beſtowed by Heaven, on virtue? 
Need I to loſe my time? ſhould 1 iu thee ? 
No :—in the deathleſs regions, we ſhall ſee, 
And know the Deity ; we ſhall converſe. 

With worthy men made perfect; intermix, 


Improve 


C 


A TRAGEDY. 


Improve our knowledge, and felicity. 

When every generation hath elapſed, 

This palſied hand, ſtrung with perpetual manhood, 
And ſmit with mulick, ſhall expreſs my rapture 
While heaven reſounds with choral harmony. 
From age, to age, for ever, we ſhall range 
Through infinite creation ; we ſhall paſs, 

From ſyſtem, on, to ſyſtem ; view their laws, 
With eaſe ; with eaſe, diſcover all their beauty; 
And kindling, thus, to tranſport, we ſhall grow, 


From the pure pleaſures of the ſaint, and ſage, 
Enthuſiaſts, ruled by reaſon's god-like ſway. 


LAIGRTI. 


Oh! by thy eloquence, I'm led, in fancy, 
To manſions worthy of ſeraphick ſpirits ! 
] almoſt bluſh that I revered the Koran! 


XIMENE Ss. 


Even now, wich glowing tints I paint the hours, 
Crowned with heaven's amaranth, when thou, and I 
Immortal friends, together, ſhall explore 
(With pious exultation) wiſdom, beauty, 
Perfection, bliſs ;—then, haply, from ſome orb, 
Where better ſuns exalt the purple year, 

Where God's own likeneſs, moral intellect, 
Works finer imagery, ſublimer thought, 

We ſhall look down on Mecca, and Medina 
(Vaſt ſpace pervading with an angel's ken) _ 
And while we recolle& their wars, their err ours, 
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Give them a ſmile benign of calm compaſhon z 
For, there, all tears, for ever, from all eyes, 
Are wiped away.—Believeſt thou this faith? 

I know that thou believeſt. 


Z AIGRI. 


Ximenes 
Strongly hath ſpoken to my beſt affections, 
Beſt ſentiments; and ſtrongly to my reaſon. 
Give me ſome time to think. I need not tell thee, 
That when an honeſt man reſolves to change 
His faith, his mind prepares to take a paſſage 
Of awful moment. I'll refleA«maturely 
On all the noble pictures thou haſt ſhown me; 
And every argument ſhall have it's weight. 
Whatever lively hopes, portentous fears, 
Which owe their birth to periſhable objects, 
May move my ductile fancy, I'll prefer 
Important, and eternal truth to all things, 


XIMENES. 


T know thy conſcience well; hence, I've not men- 
tioned 

The great advantage to the realms of Spain 
That certainly would flow from thy converſion. 
Thouſands of Moors would follow thy example. 
Nor have I urged the fortune of thy love ;— 
That this converſion, to thy tender wiſhes 
Would ſurely win the beauteous Leonora. 
Zaigri, ſolicitous for ſacred honour, 


Aſide 


. 


Aſide will never turn, to eſtimate 
Collateral, ſpecious, but inferiour objects. 

I muſt repoſe awhile ; pleaſed, that my life, 
Even to it's laſt remainder, is exerted, 

To urge the merits of a generous cauſe, 
Zaigri, farewell | may ſalutary truth 

Direct thee, and the great celeſtial Source, 
From whom that glorious emanation flows ! 


241011. 


Thou know'ſt my honeſty, my reſolution. 
Farewell, my friend, my father, and my guide! 
[ Exit Ximenes. 


SCENE IV. 


Z AIGRI, alone. 


Thou light of Spain !—of a degenerate world! 
— The great objection to my acquieſcence 
In what the cardinal ſo warmly wiſhes, 
Is, that it might be thought, I changed my faith, 
From views unworthy of me ; to propitiate 
My love; or by a ſignal obligation, 
For ever to ſecure the regent's favour. 
For when I exerciſed impartial reaſon, 
I own, oh ! Mahomet, from thy religion, 
That I've been, often, half a renegado! 
Thy fragrant, gay, luxuriant paradiſe, 
With all it's glowing charms, it's poignant joys, 
To thought unprejudiced, but ill repays 
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Good, reaſoning, ſuffering, and immortal minds. 
To ſouls, whoſe current flows on great perſuits, 
Even while they're veſted with terreſtrial bodies, 
Their view of thy anticipated pleaſures; 

The goblet crowned with roſes; nay, the fair- one, 
With youth perpetual, with divine attractions, 
Meets the faſtidious ſenſes. Other objects * 
Delight zhefe ſouls; and ſurely muſt await them, 

In future life ;—a fine, reſplendent chain 

Of pure ideas, beauteous images, | 
Dependent from high Heaven, to humble earth ; 
Raiſing the raptured ſoul, connecting man, 
Mortal, but yet eternal, with his God ! 


SCENE V. 


*ALONZo, and AUDLEY., 


ALONZo, 

Ingenuous Briton ! did I not affure thee, 
That, of all ſtateſmen, he was beſt prepared, 
Alike by nature, and his habitudes, 

To render parts, and learning, all their honours ? 


AUDLEY. 
I was delighted with our interview ! 
He's not indebted to his ſplendid fame! 
Oh! Ximenes! already I admire thee! 


I inſerted this ſcene, becauſe, without it, I thought that Zaigri 
would have been too long, at one time, on the ſtage. 


His 


A TT KEAGCED: Yrs 


His converſe proved him an accompliſhed ſage; 
Graced with politeneſs ;—with reſpect, and eaſe. 
His manner grand, yet free from arrogance, 

Is like the ſtyle of the great Roman conſul ; 
Tyros, by elegant ſimplicity 

Deceived, imagine they can write ſuch language; 
Yet who can rival it's magnificence ? 


ALoNZo, 


Believe me, I enjoy your ſatisfaction; 
I hope, your mind, extremely delicate, 
And conſcious of the dignity of man, 
Will never feel regret, that you have changed 


Your Engliſh native ſoil for Spaniſh ground. 


AUDLEY. 

I ſhould, apologize to Ximenes ; 
To you, Sir, for my miſapplied ſuſpicion, 
And roughneſs, when I firſt accoſted you. 
But I, unfortunately, have a mind 
Suſceptible, and I've conflicted, long, 
With beings of our ſpecies, who had none; 
With envy, malice, inſolence in power. 
Then, you'll excuſe the ſpring of ſentiment, 
Acting with gentle elaſticity, . 
If rightly treated; but, with violence, 
Rebounding from hard preſſure. 


ALONZO. 
Why excuſe it, 
When no excuſe it needs? You've acted nobly, 
"Oy: 6 
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As Heaven ordained your action! In our groves, 
Breathing the ſweets of Araby the bleſt, 
Atonement will be made you for the ſtorms 

You hitherto have ſuffered. Ximenes « 
Enlightens us with knowledge, and preſents 
Himſelf, to all our eyes, a glorious model 

Of true philanthropy. 


AUDLE x. 
And one great man 


Will more improve a ſtate, than a long ſeries 
Of politicians, born with commap minds. 


ALONZz o. 


This truth our governour exemplifies: 
You mentioned your hard fortune. Pray, what boots it, 
That the renowned inhabitants of England, 
With liberal arts are more refined than we, 
Unleſs the warmer virtues of the heart, I 
Still, to the cultivation of the mind, 
Run parallel, along I've read man's nature; 


I doubt not but, ſometimes, your haughty peers, 


Perhaps, more frequently, your haughtier prelates, 
The groſs miſrepreſentatives of him, | 
Whoſe humble foul could hardly frown on vice, 
Wage, with fine talents, a perpetual war ; 

Exact, with rigour, from their hapleſs owner, 
The cold, and even march of proſperous dullneſs; 
Watch, to oppreſs him with their awkward power; 


Dare to revenge, on him, the Almighty's will, 


For 
%. 
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For ſickening zheir dark ſouls with it's own brightneſs ; 
And, thus, on earth, rebell againſt the ſkies, 


AUDLEY. 


I ſee, you're converſant with human kind; 
Hence, how their paſſions operate in England, 
You know as well as if you had reſided, 

For many years, in our famed capital. 


ALONZO. 

By obſervation, we may clearly trace 
Our ſelfiſh nature, through it's varied mazes 
Foretell it's conduct, even in ſituations, 
Fertile of new, and complicated trial. 
Minds of blunt intelle&, by fortune's caprice, 
Held up to publick view, muſt ever hate 
Superiour ſpirit, and ſuperiour knowledge. — 
But come with me ;—we'l] treat you properly; 
J, with a kind reſpect ; "tis my ambition, 
To imitate the cardinal of Spain! 


[ Exeunt, 


SCENE VI. 
Enter ZAIGRI, and LEONOR As 


Z AIGARI. 


Nay, Leonora; much I ſympathize 
With all thy tender, feminine alarms. 
But thou, whoſe mental powers are far exalted 
Above the common order of thy ſex, 
Should'ſt bid them arm thy ſoul with reſolution, 
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To meet the rude encounters of misfortune, 
I'm not inſenſible to all the dangers 
Impending o'er our love ; but I ſubdue 


Their terrours with internal diſcipline. 


For though I can be firm, I am not torpid; 

I ſhould not merit half of the eulogy 

Which hath been given me by too generous fame ; 
Had I not fortitude to keep my mind 

In proper tone for it's important duties; 

But, above all, to cheer thy languid heart ; 

To animate the drooping ſoul of thee, 

To whom the warriour owes his brighteſt glory; 
Who haſt repayed his toils with virtuous love; 
Whole delicate, and noble mind, commanding 
Alliance with the firſt grandee of Spain, 
Spurning thoſe prejudices that enchain 

The timid, vulgar ſoul; ſpurning thoſe dangers 
That miglit appall undaunted reſolution, 

Hath given it's preference to a captive Moor. 
But though I can exclude the perſecution 

Of thoughts tormenting ; if I could not feel, 
And exquiſitely, too, my ſtupid nature 

Would not deſerve the love of Leonora. 


LEONOR A, 


Then thou wilt ſympathize more tenderly 
With thoſe anxieties, with thofe alarms, 
Thoſe agonies, that harraſs my exiſtence. 
My waking hours are paſſed in fears, and ſorrows ; 
My ſleep, till now, congenial with my life, 


__ 4 — 


Downy, 
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Downy, and calm, the merited repoſe 

Of innocence, and virtue, is aſſailed, 

And wrought to tumult, and diſtreſs, with dreams, 
Of horrid omen. O'er our narrow ſea, 
Methought, laſt night, that I was borne with Zaigri, 
Eluding the perſuit of Spaniſh foes. 

Art night we reached your Africk : in a moſque, 
Magnificent as day with creſcent luſtres, 

Our nuptial vows were plighted : as we left 

The moſque, and near its door, the duke my father, 
Met us, attended by Caſtilian friends :— 

In his right hand, a dagger—which he plunged 
Into my breaſt, with theſe emphatick words :— 

« A Spaniard ought to have the Roman in him 
« My daughter ſhall not long ſurvive her ſhame ; 
« 1 ſacrifice her life to her paſt honour,” 

Oh! kind interpreter ! read me this viſion ! 

I fee it yet; I ſee my father's poniard ! 

On whom can my diſtreſs recline, but Zaigri; 

Thou authour, thou reliever of my woes ! 


24161. 
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Thy agony my foul convulſes !—hear me! 
And, if thou canſt, with ſome compoſure. Thoughts 
Alarming in the day, when we ſhould reſt, | 
Raiſe ſpectres, unconnected with all fact. 
To thy chimera I'll oppoſe a truth; 
And give it it's deſert, thy fixed attention. 
Sure, at this criſis, by indulgent Heaven, 
Tas ſent us, for our mutual conſolation, 
| And 
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And permanence in virtue. But three nights 
Ago, I walked along the Oro's banks, 

To give my mind its free, reflecting range. 

The ftream was chryſtalline ; the ſky was azure 
The grove refrained from motion: awful ſilence 
Was jealous of his reign; for not a breath 

Of aromatick air preſumed to whiſper. 

The moon, decked in her moſt refulgent ſilver, 
Shot her ſoft luſtre through the verdant foliage, 
And raiſed the ſoul to intercourſe celeſtial. 

1 felt myſelf prepared for higher converſe 

Than our poor earth affords.—Sudden, before me 
Stood old Abdallah's venerable form, 

My ſage, and valiant father. To a ſtatue 
Amazement petrified me :—from his aſpect 

A {ſmile paternal beamed : theſe words he ſpoke, 
With all the dignity that graced his life. 

« My ſon, though trained to ills, ſhould ſome hard trial 
« Oppoſe thy virtue ſtill ; let the ſame ſpirit 

ce Receive it, which at Munda's well-fought battle, 
* Superiour roſe to ſickneſs, and an army, 

e When Zaigri interpoſed his conquering ſword, 
e To fave his father, — Keep thy reſolution, 

te Neeer to deſert thy perſecuted virtue 

«© The ſequel leave to Heaven; commit thy cauſe 
« To perfect wiſdom, and benevolence.” 

His admonition ended, he retired, 

With active pace, into the thickeſt wood: 

I followed, and I fought him; but in vain. 


|, hs 


LEONORA. 


A- TRAGEDY. 43. 


LEO NORA. 
The ſacred ſcene ſpeaks hope to Leonora. 


Z AIGRI. 


And ſo it ſpoke to me. At firſt, a flood 
Of filial tears I offered to thy ſhade, 
Renowned Abdallah ! ——Salutary tears, 
That left behind them, pureſt peace of mind; 
A virtuous joy; a gentle ecſtacy :— 
Communication with a better world. 


LEONORA. 


Yes, I revive, reform; the wayward Chriſtian 
Learns true religion from her infidel. 
1 will endeavour, as I ought, like thee, 
Securely to confide in Providence. 
I will adopt thy ſpirit ; it will bear me 
Through the worſt evils that can yet befall 
The dubious fortune of our conſtant love. 


Z AIGRI. 


A due exertion of my fair- one's mind, 

Good, and exalted, always will prepare thee 

For the moſt rigorous lot of human life. 

And why ſhould virtue tremble at it's frowns, 

It's changes, and it's chances ? Few our wants ! 

I truſt, though ſpoiled of realms, of courtly favour, 

The orient ſun will cheer my morning hours ; 

And to my veſpers Philomel will pour 

Her ſweet, according, and inſpiring note. 
| F, Earth 
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Earth will refreſh me with her fruits; her flowers | 


Will greet my ſenſes ; her pellucid ſtreams 
Will quench my thirſt ; her hoſpitable bowers 


Will ſhade me; while yon vaſt, and azure concave 


Spreads forth, for man, the canopy of heaven. 
Grant me theſe objects, with my Leonora, 
And this immortal ſpirit rectified; 


From theſe true gifts of God, theſe genuine bleſſings, 


To draw their moral colour, form, and pleaſures, 
And I ſhall, then, be happy ; I ſhall deem 

The pageantry, and buſtle of the world, 

The ſport of children, and of fools, the conteſt. 


LEONORA, 


Say, who can liſten, and not catch thy flame; 
Sincerely, then, thy Leonora tells thee, 
That with theſe ſimple objects, yet, the ſources 
Of the moſt poignant pleaſures, and with Zaigri, 
This world, ſo fertile of calamity, 
Would prove, to me, a paradiſe : my thanks 
I'd pay to Heaven, for all my cares, and pains ; 
Thoſe ſalutary monitors, which cure 
The giddy mind, in elevated tation ; 
Strengthen, refine it, to determined virtue; 
Detach us from dependence on mankind ; 
Contract the ſpace, and, hence, enſure the ſtay 
Of our felicity. On this retirement 
Should any ill intrude ; thy conſolation, 
And thy ſociety, with preſent pleaſure 
Would ballance pain, and ſoon extract the ſting. 


And 


And if my love could mitigate thy cares, 

The ſenſe that I poſſeſſed that healing power 

Would ſoothe my grief for thee, and in it's place 
Would ſubſtitute a pleaſing melancholy. 

But Zaigri, we forget, that, when we meet, 

We tread on dangerous ground ; foes all around, 
Watch us, with eyes, and ears ; let us retire 
Separate; farewell]! may the good angels guard thee ! 


LAlsR1,\embracing her, 


Saints, prophets, Allah's powerful arm protect thee! 
Plan for me, ſoon, another interview ! 
Adieu! He who poſleſles h affection, 


; [| Exit Leonora. 
And yet complains of his adverſity, 


Too ſuperciliouſly exacts from fortune 
[Exit Zaigri. 


SCENE VII. 


XIMENES, and ALONZ o. 


XIMEN Es. 


Well; have you ſeen the worthy Garcilaſſo? 
Much have I longed to hear again, Alonzo, 
How Spain demeans herſelf in our new world. 


ALON Zz o. 
My Lord, in jiRtice, firſt, to Garcilaſſo, 
I am the meſſenger of his regret, 


That illneſs, an effect of his long voyage, 
On 
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On age oppreſſive, hath prevented him 
From offering you, in perſon, his reſpects, 
With all the early zeal of good allegiance, 
And a full hiſtory of the modern Indies: 

I grieve, my Lord, to bring you it's idca. 


XIMEN ES. 


What! does the croſs, emblem of heavenly mercy, 
Still march through blood ? 


ALON ZO. 5 
Their conduct is not milder: 
Nay, it would ſeem, our ſoldiers, and their leaders, 
By habit, grow more ſavage: well you know 
The ſad cataſtrophe of Montezuma; 
The bloody laurels of the ruffian Cortez; 
Soon you will learn the more inhuman fate 
Of Atabalipa; indignant, learn 
The more deſtructive carnage of Pizarro, 
In fraud, and in barbarity, unrivalled. 
To copy monſtrous deeds, from their ſuperiours, 
Why need I add the aptneſs of the rabble ; 
Who torture, for their ſport, the harmleſs Indians ! 


XIMENES. f 

Surely thou muſt remember, my Alonzo, 
The annals, and the fate of brave Columbus; 
And he was equally humane, and brave. 
From Spaniſh cruelty, beyond the Atlantick, 
And from his 1ll-requited ſervices 
(For Ferdinand was ſelfiſh, and capricious) 

Severely 
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Severely he repented his diſcovery ; 

Of courts deceitful ; of ungrateful man, 

Took his laſt leave; and at Valladolid, 

He pined, and funk, to an untimely grave ! 
Surely the good man grieved, that he had opened 
An avenue to rapine, and to murder. 

As much 7 ſuffer, to have patronized 

His great adventure. Vain, unhappy mortals 
Blind to the future ; yet, for ever, eager, 
When fancy plumes a ſpecious enterprize, 
With all her orient, but deluſive colours! 
How ardent was Columbus, and myſelf, 

To find another hemiſphere ! If thus 

The beſt ambition is on earth rewarded, 
Theworſt muſt feel unutterable pain! 
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ALONZO. 


Ill ſuits it me, to hint to Ximenes 

A particle of wiſdom ; but, my Lord, 

The conſequences of a noble conduct 

Are not in the performer's power ; yet, ſurely, 
The motives are his own ; and to himſelf, 
They fail not to condemn, or praiſe him. 


XIN E NE s. 
True; 
But when 1 think on the calamities 
Which I have partly cauſed to the poor Indians, 
Who, even their foes acknowledge, are innoxious, 
Calamities, for which, the warrant vouched, 
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Is our religion; the corrofive thought 

Is ſecond poiſon to my tottering age; 

It tears my nerves; and preſſes down my heart! 
— Ye rapid heroes! ye unwearied ſtateſmen ! 
Ardent, and ſtrenuous, to extend your empire, 
And multiply your ſubje&s ! what reſults 
Enſue? You, only, to a painful ſtretch, 
Extend your mind, and multiply your cares ! 
But I loſe time, with unavailing ſorrow. 

We'll go immediately to Garcilafſo, . 

And plan ſome remedy to theſe diſtreſſes. 
When publick miſery calls on Ximenes ; 


To my laſt breath, I will forget my own. 


Eud of the Second AF. 
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ACT 1 


SCENE 1.” 
A ſplendid Royal Apartment. 


XIMEN ES, alone. 


HE preſſure of old age; my mind's exertions; 
My many anxious cares for publick weal; 
For private glory; and the ſubtle foe, 
The miniſter of dark aſſaſſination, 
To the dread confines of the world eternal 
At length, have brought me: in the cloſing act 
Of my life's drama, let my deeds be worthy 
Of it's moſt animated ſcenes. Intent 
On contemplation, my expiring lamp 
Hath often caught my eye; it vibrated 
With active motion, and ſhot beauteous rays 
Of rich, and varied light. What nature's laws 
Give to the dying lamp, let me derive 
From the full force of that great moral law, 
Which ever forms, and guards, and perfects virtue; 
Strong, and unconquerable reſolution. 
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SCENE II. 7 


Enters ALONZ0. 


ALONZO, 


My lord, the duke of Alva, with the marquis 
Of Aguilar, and of Aſtorga, mindful, 
With due obſervance, of the hour you fixed, 
Are here, and wait your leiſure, ( 


XIMENES. 


Are my heralds 
Wichout, in proper order, to accoſt them? 


ALON Zz 0. 
They are, my lord. 


XIMENES; 


Then you may bid them enter : 
hope I ſhall diſmiſs them better taught, 
And humbler than they came. 


SCENE: III. 


XIMENES mounts his Throne; the three Grandees enter, in- 


troduced by Alox zo; they ſeem ſurprized at X1MENEs's 
ſituation; bow to him humbly, and in confuſion. ALonzo 
continues on the Stage. 


XIMENE $, 


h My lords, you wiſhed 
An 


An interview on matter of great import; 
Communicate your buſineſs freely to me. 


Marquis of AGUILAR, 
Tis for the ear of Ximenes alone, 


X1IMENES. 


Marquis of Aguilar, I'd rather truſt 
Alonzo, than the firſt grandee of Spain ; 
Pve truſted him with more momentous ſecrets 
Than any you can bring me :—ſtay Alonzo ; 
You ſhall not go: now, gentlemen, proceed. 


Duke of AL va. 

My lord, ere you uſurped a power in Spain, 
Never by ſubject exerciſed before; 
"Tis known to you, to Europe, to the world, 
That her grandees were venerated, feared ; 
The counſellours, the guardians of their king; 
Their privileges none preſumed to queſtion. 
Then we defire to know, by what commiſſion, 
By what ſevere authority, our rights, 
From immemorial time, are ſpurned by yor ; 
How a Franciſcan, from his humble cell, 
Controuls our nobles, as his caprice dictates ; 
By what myſterious title he 'condemns them 
To ſervile chains ; to baniſhment, or death, 


XIMENES. 


They who ate void of true, inherent greaineſs, 


Still ſpread the glare of artificial plumage. 
E 2 Sure, 
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Sure, a good monk is a far nobler being 
Than he who, impudently, pleads his wealth, 


His titles, and his virtuous anceſtry, 
To warrant rapine, murder, and rebellion. 


Marquis of As TOoRGA. | 
My lord, none of theſe crimes you will impute— 


X1MENES. 

Aſtorga, if again you interrupt me, 
I'll treat you as a traitor to your prince 
In me, reſpect his repreſentative. 
For the laſt time, I'll deign to reaſon with you; 
With words to make you feel your miſdemeanours, 
And learn your duty ; therefore, mark me well. 

Through the timidity, and indolence 
Of kings, and miniſters, for centuries, 
Your fathers trampled on all law, and order ; 
Oppreſſed the poor, and with your rightful ſovereigns 
Waged a licentious war; till I aroſe, 


And broke the horrours of the gothick ſpell; 


Reſtored the vigour of the written law; 
And forced even arrogance like yours, to own 
The law cternal, on the human heart 


Impreited, of juſtice, and humanity. 

Your monarch hath to me his ſway deputed ; 
And, in his abſence, I am king of Spain; 
Aye, and on good occaſions, I'll exert 
Each atom of my delegated power. 

Heaven is my witnels, J deteſt all tyrants : 
You are a hand of tyrants ; a poor ſtate 


Had 
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Had better crouch to Nero than to you ! 
A ſingle monſter might be ſooner reached, 
Sooner exterminated: - you're a hydra z 


He deſcends from the Throne. 


And I'm a Hercules; not yet worne out; 
And if you ſtill make havock in our Lerna, 
Like old Alcides, while I live, I'm able 

To cut off heads, never to ſpring again. 

So much for words ; of my authority 

We'll give them now a proof more palpable. 


Duke of ALva. 


You ſay, my lord, that you love clemency ; 
We meant not to offend our noble regent ; 
But with humility to plead our cauſe. 


XIMENES. 


Be not afraid ; I will not, but for juſtice 
Material to the ſtate, even hurt a hair 
On any of your heads ; for in Heaven's book, 
They all are numbered. *Tis now, yours, Alonzo, 
To ſee that on the terrace, and the platform, 
My faithful ſervants execute my orders. 


[ Exit Alonzo. 
Liſten, my lords, a moment ;—— 


[ Cannons fire. 


Now you hear 
Thoſe iron tongues ;—do they not ſpeak diſtin&ly ? 
Hear them again !—with voice emphatical, 
They tell the rude inſurgents of theſe realms, 
E 3 
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By what authority I do theſe things; 
How the Franciſcan cord, with it's leaſt motion, 
Can lead our proud grandees, and make them tremble; 


While Ximenes, with theſe tremendous warrants, 


Controuls all Arragon, and both Caſtiles. 
Now duke of Alva, Aguilar, Aſtorga, 

I' never more with you expoſtulate. 
Farewell, for this time ; 1f you give me cauſe 
Again to puniſh your difloyalty, 

Fl ſpeak to you, in thunder; Iil urge home 
The laſt decifive argument of kings. 


Exit Ximenes : manent, Alva, Aguilar, 
Aſtorga. 


ALVA. 


We now may go; I'm glad that our diſmiſſion 
Was not till more ſevere :—my lords, I told you, 
'That to interrogate a Ximenes 
On governing with rigour, was to aſk 


The glorious ſun why he ſent down on Spain 


Rays ſo direct, and ardent. 


AGUILAR. 


Your ſimile is apt, in various lights, 


So ſplendid, ſo magnificent, his manner. 


ASTORGA, 

Me he hath made a convert to obedience ; 
Again I feel him like the orb of day ; 

Though 


A TRAGEDY. 55 


Though his heat withers me, yet I admire him ; 
The powerful conquerour charms, while he ſubdues ! 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 


XIMENES, and ALONZO. 


XIMENE S. 


Alonzo, go to Audley, and Randolfo, 
The Florentine, and Briton, and acquaint them, 
That, for awhile, 1 wiſh to have their converſe, 


ALONZ o. 


With expedition I'll obey the order. 
[ Exit Alonzo. 


XIMENES, alone. 


No taſk more grateful to a generous mind 4 
Than to ſuppreſs, and mortify the pride 4 
That flows not from a conſciouſneſs of merit, \ 
But from a ſenſe of accidental power 
O'er others, and an ardour to pervert it 
To our own uſe; our mean, and ſelfiſh nature | 
Is not deformed with a worſe lineament. 4 
To hold a proper language to thoſe rebels, 5 | 
My poor remains of ſtrength almoſt exhauſted. = 
feel that my good acts muſt now be crouded : | 
Time preſſes; and my tide of life is ebbing 6 F 

| E 4A Extremely 1 
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Extremely faſt; then, let it, like the Nile, 
Leave fruitful tracts behind it. 


[ Alonzo introduces Audley, and 
Randolfo, and retires. 


SCENE V. 


XIMENES. 


Gentlemen, 
Well met ; an intercourſe with men of learning 
Alleviates publick labours :—Audley, you'll find a 
The clime of Spain oppreſſive, after England. 


— 
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AUDLEY. 
At firſt, my lord ;—habit will make it eaſy. | 
Our nature's flexible ; we grow indifferent, 
Soon, to all latitudes, if we're inured 
To temperance, and to good, and cloſe perſuits. 
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XIME NES. 


A certain, and a moſt momentous truth 
To you, Randolfo, our intenſer climate 
Is leſs perceptible; a genial heat 
Warms your fair ſoil, and animates her ſons. 
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RANDOLPO, 


Tis true, my lord; but I ſhould be ambitious, 
To emulate my worthy Britiſh friend; 
And make all climates ſubje& to the mind. 
The human mind, well-diſciplined, imparts 


— _ —— — — ——— — —_— — * -— —— — p- 


* 


Moſt 
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Moſt ſalutary beams to it's poſſeſſour; | 
Or, in high ſtation, rivalling the ſun, 2 
Cheers a large empire with it's rays benign. 

The latter truth a Ximenes demonſtrates : 

While he protects theſe realms, the arts, and virtue, 

From every country, are at home, in Spain. 


XIMENES. 


Give me thy hand; I like ingenuous praiſe ;— 
Tis not a mark, I hope, that I'm a dotard. 
And to reply with eulogy ſincere, 

] think you both have honoured me extremely, 
In quitting your own countries, where, by culture, 
The powers of intelle&, and ſentiment, 
Expand, with all their force, to all their action, 
For our comparatively barbarous land. 
Randolfo, I'm no ſtranger to the fame 

Of your great Medicis ; no ſtranger, Audley, 
To the renown of Albion ; much I've heard ; 
Much have I read, of your immortal Alfred. 
The recollection of thoſe famous annals, 
Warming my heart, will make me garrulous. 


Au DLE x. 


Praiſe to our iſland, given by Ximenes, | 
Muſt be harmonious to an Engliſh ear. | 


X1IMENES. 


By no great ſtate it ever was excelled, 
In wiſdom, or in valour ;—1 review, 


With 
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Wich martial heat, your Creſſy, and Poitiers, 

And Azincour; where, at the ſweeping ſtorm 

Of true old Engliſh ardour, your French foes, 

In hoſts innumerable, turned as pale 

As were their faded hlies.-Like old Neſtor, 

I now muſt praiſe myſelf. —For fifty years, 

I've. been aſſerting man's eternal rights, 

In this licentious, or deſpotick land. 

Then, for my favourite chapter, in your annals, 

Give me your memorable victory, 

Ol matchleſs import; without bloodſhed gained; 

Give me your barons armed in the field, 

Not by Bellona, but by ſage Minerva, 

With calm, yet with determined breaſt, extorting 

Your glorious charter from encroaching kings ! 

The ſcene, the ſubject, warms the patriot band; 

And, by degrees, fair freedom's fine contagion 

Runs through the ranks : quick grows the pulſe of na- 

ture; 

A lambent fire plays from each kindling eye 

While old, adjacent, and prophetick Thames, 

Sedge-crowned, with his congratulating labour, 

Heaves, from his deepeſt cave, an urn enormous; 

Pours it's libation, with a giant-glee, 

A pure, vaſt flood, ta future liberty! 

Already the triumphant God foreſees 

The certain homage of each diſtant clime. 

The older Brutus, and the younger Cato, 

Incline, attentive, from the ſky ; more happy 

To lee their Britiſh peers My friends, your pardon; 
4 : My 
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My ſtrain, I fear, grows laviſh, grows Ovidian ; 
But twice, in life, our nature is the boy. 
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Yet, with ſuch puerile thoughts, a Livy wrote; 
Tyrtæus ſung ; the Fabii lived, and died. 


XIMENES. 

Iſland of glory ! I am loth to quit thee ! 
Nurſe of brave ſons, and daughters heavenly-fair ! 
In late poſterity, thou yet art deſtined _ 
To uſher pictures to the ſage's eye, 
In conflicts for thy freedom, unexampled 
In the world's various, and eventful page. 
But there's a common fate, my worthy Briton, 


| Taking Audley by the hand. 
Which all great ſtates have ſuffered ;—luxury, 
Sprung from rich commerce, 1s at war with virtue, 
The time may come, when your illuſtrious country, | | 
Shall loſe her worth, and fame; when you, deluded, q 
Wondering at vaniſhed Sparta, ſhall behold 
The glittering, trivial race of ſoft Tarentum : 
When, with the mouldering form, the empty ſhell | 
Of liberty, it's vital pith all gone, | 
You ſhall be mocked, and cheated in your ſenate, [ 
Gay, venal ſtriplings, will preſume to plead, 
With warmth, and plauſibility, for freedom ; 
And prate about her, when ſhe lives no more. — 
-— ut let me change this melancholy proſpect. 
"I'was my intention, when I next ſhould meet you, 
To aſk of each, a favour of importance, 
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*Tis promiſed by ſome other learned ſtrangers : 
Sure, what they granted, you will not refuſe me. 


RANDOLFO. 


ETD "E Eo * p_ 
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I promiſe for myſelf I may, for Audley. 


AUDLEY. 


_ — —¶.y — 
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You may, aſſuredly; what Ximenes 
Deſires, by me can never be refuſed. 
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XIMENE S. 


— 


Tis, that if you ſurvive me, you continue, 
For life, with your appointments, to inform 
Our Spaniſh youth, in liberal arts, and ſcience; 
4 The beſt preſervatives from every vice, 

g Next to religion; and the beſt incentives 
N To every virtue: for a legacy, 
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*Tis, therefore, one of my anxieties, 
To leave theſe moral treaſures to my country. 


AUDLEY. 


To realize thy wiſh, I will devote 
My ardent zeal, and my induſtrious care, 
As I revere the Majeſty ſupreme ! 
What genius ought not to be proud to ſecond 
The plans, the talents of ſo great a maſter ! 


RANDOL Fo. 
I, too, invoke the providence of Heaven, 
So to befriend me, as I ſhall apply 


My 
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My zeal, and my endeavours to fulfill 
What Ximenes requelts ! 


XIMENES. 


Accept, my friends, 
My ardent thanks ; you greatly have obliged me. 
One favour you've conferred ; let me unfold 
Two, of a different nature, done to me. 
— Three years ago, the moment when I opened 
A letter of expreſs from Germany, 
felt it fraught with virulent contents: 
A ſubtle, potent, and a fatal vapour, 
Flew to my brain, and, for awhile, diſlodged 
My reaſon ; often, ſince, my head is ſeized 
With racking pains, and temporary ſtupor.— 
This to the Auſtrian cabinet I owe ! 


AUDLEY. 
Oh! ill-requited cares for Auſtria's empire! 


XIMENES. 


Nought but the death of merit ſatiates envy ! 
Twelve times the moon hath changed, ſince, on my ; 9 
Journey 
To the ſalubrious climate of Aranda, 
I dined at Boſeguillas ; my repaſt 
Was hardly ended, when the dire effects } 
Of deadly poiſon tore this aged frame :— x 
I'm told it came from one I thought my friend : 
If 
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If it be ſo, tortures exceeding mine, 
Will, ere he dies, requite the barbarous deed, 


RANDOLFO. 


Whoe'er he he, he's not the enemy 
Of Ximenes alone, but of mankind ; 
And may his brother-dæmons rack the fiend ! 


X1IMENES. 


Let us forgive our enemies ; believe me 

(Is there aught, now, to tempt me to deceive ?) 

I long have conquered permanent revenge : 
You know, our maſter for his murderers prayed. 

—T ve ſeen, I've known, I've felt this changeful world; 
It's many cares; it's tolls ; it's diſappointments ; 

It's perfidy ; it's black ingratitude : 

Nought has it worth a wiſh, excepting virtue; 

And that, for juſtice, muſt appeal above. 

Full fourſcore years, and more, have ſnowed this head; 
The mind's exertion, age, aſſaſſination, 

Have ſhaken this frail body, to it's vitals : 

Therefore, this world, which I've too truly painted, 
1 leave, without regret ; I leave; with pleaſure. 


AUDLEY. 


For me, to wiſh, to live like Ximenes, 
Would argue too preſumptuous an ambition 
But let me wiſh, like Ximenes to die! 
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RANDOL Fo. 


So pray I, for myſelf, with fervent ſpirit! 


X IMENES. 


Too warm 1s your eſteem ; the eye of friendſhip 
Still proves, to worth, a magnifying mirrour ! 
You'll both retire with me ; for I muſt ſhow you 
Some ſacred volumes of much erudition ; 

From which, in after times, and in the WG 
Celeſtial, I foreſee my brighteſt fame. 
Be it your care, to give them to the world. 
A reverence to each Holy Teſtament 
Should ſurely diate, and diſtinguiſh mine, 
Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. 


GIRAL Do, alone. 


I have the ſtrongeſt proofs that Baracaldo 
Poiſoned our regent ;—nay, of late, the villain 
Has looked the murderer ; looked, as if he wiſhed 
To ſtab each man that met him, and himſelf. 
In the ſame chamber, a few nights ago, 
Is was my chance, to ſleep with Baracaldo ; pa 
His perturbation, in his dreams, awaked me. 
Look ! Ximenes 1s there ! (he cried) how pale, 
How wan, and how emaciated! His eyes 
Are ſunk ; yet baleful are their glances, to me | | 
u- — Take : 
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Take him away, my friends ! oh ! take him off? 
I cannot bear the agonizing ſight ! 

He cruſhes, racks, annihilates me 

He ſtarted, and awoke.—Infernal monſter ! 

A creature, whom the generous cardinal 

Took from a low eſtate ; promoted, placed him, 
In honourable office, near his perſon. 
Ingratitude is a characteriſtick 

Of man alone; a moſt ignoble ſtigma 

On the firſt beings of this nether world ! 

Am I a dog ?—exclaimed the proud Philiſtine ! 
A dog is always grateful. Let me think :— 
Our cautious laws aſk more than moral proofs ; 
Mine are not legal; but I wil-ſupply 

The phlegmatick, and timorous law's defect; 
Snatch a bold grace, in conduct; and deſpiſing 
Local, and uneffective inſtitution, 

Aſſert pure, abſolute, eternal juſtice. 

This poniard ſhall reprove the traitor's heart! 
Mine will approve the deed !—And if the heart, 
It's hurry o'er, in movement calm, approves 
An act that ſuperſedes the voice of nature, 

The offender whom we killed, deſerved to die. 
My love of glory, too, with all it's fire, - 
Impells me to avenge a Ximenes. 

Spain, Europe, and the new-diſcovered world 
Will rank me with their patriots, and their heroes ! 
But while I meditate this great atchievement, 
1 ſee the Cardinal himſelf approaching 


He foeaths the dagger :—=enters Ximenes. 
SCENE / 


| 
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SCENE VII. 


* XIME NES. 
How fares Giraldo ?—I would ſpeak with you. 


\GIRALDO., 
My Lord, I'm ever proud of converſation 
With eu. 
XIMENES. 


My life flows faſt; my time is ſhort ; 
Thou wilt not, now, refuſe what I ſhall aſk ? 


GIRALDO 
Let Ximenes command; and I'll obey. 


XIMENES. 


Give me thy ſolemn word that thou wilt be, 
To thy lite's end, what thou haſt always been, 
Brave, honeſt, generous, temperate in thy pleaſures. 


GR ALDO. 


As Heaven omniſcient hears our conference, 
I'll be, to death, what thou requireſt of me. 


*I wrote this ſcene, only to prepare the reader, or ſpectator, 
for the warm intereſt which the cardinal afterwards feels in the fate 
of Giraldo. By this ſcene, I think Ximenes is brought too ſoon on 
the ſtage, after his laſt departure from it; and it would have been 
more properly omitted, if the piece had been repreſented. 


F X1MENES, 
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XIMENES. 

Then 1 am ſatisſied, concerning thee. 
This is my oral will; and thou wilt find 
Giraldo's name diſtinguiſhed in another. 
Farewell, my friend ; be Providence thy guide : 
Continue virtuous ; and continue happy. 


} 
ay 


GIRALDO. 
My Lord, farewell. [Exit Ximenes.] Thou demi- 


god on earth ! 
Thy kindneſs points my ſword, and fires my arm ! 
[Exit Giraldo. 


SCENE VIII. 


LE ON ORA, and LUCINDA. 


LEON ORA. 


The gloom, Lucinda, darkens more around me: 
Thy conſolation, and thy ſympathy, 
Are loſing, now, their charming power to ſoothe me. 


LUCIND A. 


What new diſtreſs, big with uncommon evil, 
Alarms a heart, too tremblingly alive? 


LEON ORA. 


But now, that wretch, our grand inquiſitor, 
\Whoſe firſt delight, is, to rorment mankind, 
Flach left my father; from thoſe prejudices 
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Of nation, and religion, which contract 

The minds of both ; but chiefly, from the ſtern, 5 
And unrelenting ſoul of Torquemada, 

I muſt infer the worſt calamity. 

And ſhould that fiend, with all his life conſiſtent, 
Pleading Heaven's warrant, perpetrate ſome deed, 
Deſtructive of my peace, and of my love, 

The proſpect of redreſs from Ximenes, 

Is, by a ſtrange fatality, precluded. 

That god-like man, who ſeems to have been born 
To puniſh tyrants, to protect the helpleſs, 

And from the tortured breaſt to root out pain, 
Has, with abſurd, with cruel toleration, 

Which, to it's cauſe, acuteneſs ne'er could trace, 
Indulged the frantick zeal of Torquemada, 

In barbarous deeds licentious : then, what hope, 


What fainteſt gleam of hope can riſe to me ? 


ELUCINDA. 
My Leonora, with advice elaborate 


Io pall thy fick, and agitated mind, 


Would be imprudent ; yet let me intreat thee 
To ſummon to thy aid the powerful comforts 
Which innocence affords afflicted minds; 
And every Chriſtian's taſk, with fortitude 

To bear the evils of this tranſient life. 


LEONORA. 


Not yet theſe awful, ſalutary objects 
Are torne from my diſtracted memory. 
F 2 But 
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But oh! thou Father of the univerſe! | She kneels, 
Omniſcient Authour of the human frame! 


By whom ſtrong hopes, and fears; love, and abhorrence, 
Are there infuſed ; the private agonies 

For ſelf; the gencrous pains for others ! 

If a weak woman hath not force of ſoul 

To rule the feelings of humanity ; 

To check the impulſe of a noble paſſion; 

Wilt thou forgive me ! Thou, who muſt diſtinguiſh 
Frailty from will perverſe ! 1 truſt, thou wilt; 

Or I ſhall now incurr divine diſpleaſure! [She riſes. 


LUCINDA; 


I'd fooner die than offer thee vain hope, 
The ſource of future, and ſeverer grief. 
But *tis the genius of imagination, 
With it's precurfive, and unbounded action, 
To magnify all human good, and ill. 
Check the wild ranger with the curb of reaſon ; 
Uſe, for thyſelf, that heaven-deſcended talent, 
Which to another's fate thou would'ſt apply 
With powerful energy. Beſides, thy father, 
And Torquemada, might confer on buſineſs 
Not relative to Zaigri, nor to thee. 


LEONORA. 


This boding heart, Lucinda, is preſſed down 
With a preſentiment, which rudely foils 
Thy ſympathetick aid. My noble Zaigri, 
Had thy great ſoul been reared in mean eſtate; 
Had 
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Had I been born in ſimilar condition; 

And had not partial, and tyrannick laws, 

From fimple truth repelled our anceſtors, 

We had been happy ! My plain, honeſt father, 
Untainted with the art, and pomp of life, 
Would have acceded, with more eaſe, to reaſon, 
And owned the univerſal ties of nature ! 

Our humble cottage would have, then, eſcaped 
The watchful bigot's dark, and tearleſs eye! 
That faithful cot would have done all it promiſed ; 
It would have kindly ſheltered peace, and love ! 
Oh ! why, Lucinda, does the gorgeous palace 
Mock, and inſult us with it's proffered pleaſures ? 


e 
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LUCIND A, 


Would that thy pleaſing, and inſtructive pictures 
Owed leſs their ſtyle pathetick to thy ſorrows ! 


LEONORA. 
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Thoſe ſorrows grow more pungent by reflexion! 
How ſhall I combat our impending danger ! KW 
Shall I implore my father ?—Could I ſoften | 
His prejudice, and pride, this feeble hand 
Might, next, remove an Atlas. Shall I kneel, 
A ſuppliant, at the feet of Ximenes ? 
As little, even from him, the great, the good, 
Can I anticipate our preſervation |! 
He, now, for years, from ſome myſterious cauſe, 
Or, from ſupine indulgence, inconſiſtent 
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With all his other active, generous life, 

Hath borne inquiſitorial tyranny. 

When the relentleſs flood ſweeps us to ruin, 

The ſlighteſt ſhoot of an impending ofier 
Inſtinctively we ſeize. —Shall I, ignobly, 
Perſuade my gallant Moor to change his faith ? 
But, then, no longer ſhould I find him Zaigri! 
How could | love him, with his glory faded! 
*T'is leſs afflicting to a generous breaſt, 

To have the body in perpetual durance, 

Than to enſlave the ſoul What horrid ſcenes 
Do I anticipate ! I ſee thee, Zaigri, 

Seized by the miniſters of Torquemada ! 
Immured, for life, in a dark, noiſome dungeon, 
Where courage as determined as thy own, 

Muſt be appalled, and fink! I fee thee pining, 
And from the loſs of glorious light, and freedom, 
Suffering a ſlow, and heart-conſuming death! 

I ſee thee, yet more dreadfully, the victim 

Of horrid ſuperſtition, and revenge. 

Imagination puts me on the rack 

Inquiſitorial !—How it wrings my heart, 

And almoſt fires my brain !—That horrid ſtake 
For him is not intended ;—nor that fire; 

Not for pure honour ; for humanity ! 

Which ne'er approached diſtreſs, but to relieve it; 
And when it ſaw my grief, juſt as the fun 

Beams from a watery cloud, with cheering ſmile, 
Reproved the tear of it's own ſympathy ! 


How 
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How ſhall I calm my mind !—I fear, my reaſon 
Will ſuffer, in this wreck of happineſs 


LUuUCIND A. 


May Heaven thy loft tranquillity reſtore, 
Which friendſhip ſtrives, in vain, to re-eſtabliſh ! 


LEONORA. 


Go with me to the arbour, there ſupport me; 
Flelp me to meet, or to eſcape theſe ills ! 

— W hat ſhall I do, my friend, to be at peace 
Adviſe me, good Lucinda !—Shall I quit 

This buſtling, noiſy, miſerable world! 

Seek a ſtill convent; kiſs the holy vell ! 

—Oh ! ignominious thought !—What, ſtea} to quiet, 
While racks, or faggots, are prepared for Zaigr: ! 
AI muſt atone, by ſome heroick deed, 
If coward nature but obeys my zeal, 

For this high treaſon to deſerted love ! 

I'll tell thee what I'll do.—Yes—ſhould my lover 

Be ſentenced to an agonizing death, 

T'll follow him to the laſt point of fate. 

I will attend the heinous execution ; 

And ſeize the virtue of an Eaſtern dame. 
When the dire apparatus 1s compleated ; 

The laſt criterion of his dauntleſs mind; 

1, too, like him, will have my pyle funereal, 
which I'll aſcend, with Indian majeſty :— 
1 hey who refuſe the pains their lovers feel, 
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Are ſtrangers to the omnipotence of paſſion ! 
I, once, will emulate a Zaigri's courage, 
And, once, the rigour of a Torquemada ! 


4 I'll prove my conſtancy, as genuine gold 

9 Is proved, and die, my own inquiſitor ! 

[ Exeunt. 
4 

1 End of the Third A, 
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ACT . 


SCENE I. 


The Inquiſition + at a ſhort diſtance from Granada. 


Z AIGR1, in priſon. 
HIS change, I muſt confeſs, was unexpected. 
I knew the fluctuating ſcenes of life: 
But when I laſt ſaluted mild Aurora, 
I could not apprehend, that ere the moon 
Roſe o'er the earth, a dungeon would receive me. 


I thought, the friendſhip of the noble regent . 


A ſhield impaſſive to the violence 

Of this precipitate inquiſitor. 

The wretch preſumes to force a generous mind. 

I was, but lately, more than half a Chriſtian ; 

I now relapſe into a Muffulman. 

I'd rather ſeem a profligate, a fool, 

Than play the ſervile hypocrite. By Allah, 

If aught could make me hate to do what's right, 
Twould be compulſion, urging rectitude. 

— Where am I lodged ?—This is a charnel-houſe, 
There's ſomething in it's dreadful ſtyle, it's manner, 
Strongly ſignificant of pain, and death ! 

Here ſilence, with diſtinct, and ſtrong expreſſion, 
Speaks, in funereal eloquence, and tells me, 
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Pity, ne'er, hither brought her ſmile, or tear. 

New ghoſts, incumbent on the murky air, 

Hover, and linger here, to execrate 

Their murderers, ingenious to refine 

On torture. To ſome diſtance from Granada, 

F'm now removed. The regent 1s infirm ; 

Unable his impriſoned friend to reſcue 

From the keen fangs of rapid perſecution ! 

All this, the brave muſt own, is terrible. 

But, ſurely, *tis ambition's glorious aim, 

Greatly, to ſtrive to be a perfect hero. 

This is the time, to ſummon to my aid, 

Of good, and great, whatever nature gave me; 

All that Abdallah taught ; all that I owe 

To thought, to fortitude, to conſtant virtue! 

Some hand unlocks that gate My eyes deceive me, 

Or Leonora is advancing hither. 

*Tis ſhe! the ingenuity of love 

Will glide through adamant !—{ Exters Leonora] My 
Leonora ! | 


SCENE II. 


Let me, once more, enfold thee in theſe arms 


Thy viſit to me, here, pains, yet tranſports me ! 


For in the worſt calamity, the ſight 
Of thoſe we love, revives the drooping ſoul ! 
We cling to them, with hope, and fondly fancy, 
That there's ſome mighty magick in affection, 
Which can elude the graſp of tyrant power! 
But how haſt thou obtained admittance hither ? 
4 LEONOR A 
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LEONORA. 


By all-perſuaſive gold ;—bur in the ſtate, 
Or rather, tumult of my preſent being, 
What rude obſtruction could have checked my progreſs? 
For I'm reſolved to live, or die with Zaigri ! 
Oh! thy impending fate diſtracts my brain! 
Do 1 tranſgreſs our feminine reſerve ? 
Yet I feel no reproach, no ſting, from conſcience : 
Why ſhould I bluſh to be in love with virtue ? 


ZLAIGRI. 


Were I not, now, deſirous to allay 
My ftrong, and pungent feelings, I ſhould yield 
Or to deſpondency, or wilder paſſion, 
Act thou like Leonora; let thoſe truths, 
That ſtill have modelled, ſtill adorned thy life, 
Reſume their influence, and enſure thy welfare 
Againſt the whirls of fortune. 


LEONOR A. 


Gracious Heaven! 
And canſt thou reaſon ; canſt thou be compoſed ? 
For me, I'm horrour, all; I'm, all, confuſion ; 
Zaigri, I am reſolved not to ſurvive thee. 
I've brought a faithful ſervant to this dungeon, 

[ She ſhows a dagger. 
On whom ] can rely :—if thou muſt ſuffer, 
This ſhall let out my ſoul !—"Twill follow thee ; 
"Twill flee away from pain, and be at reſt ! 


LAIGRI. 
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Z AIGRI. 


My refotution cannot ſtand this proof. 
When thy o'erwhelming violence of grief 
With horrour ſtrikes my ſight, pervades my fancy, 
Of manly action all my practice fails; 
And all it's theory diſſolves in air. 
Why wilt thou make a coward of thy Zaigri ? 
The taunts, and inſults, of the human vulgar, 
I could with patience bear : I would not ſuffer, 
Even Penury's chill gripe to freeze my ſoul. 
Perhaps, on the fell rack, or at the ſtake, 
I might prove emulous of ſome great minds ; 
And like a hero, tolerate my pain. 
But to know thee, who ſhould'ſt repoſe, for ever, 
On conſcious innocence, and deeds benign, 
A victim to excruciating woe, 
Would give the ſharpeſt inſtruments of death, 
Points of invenomed fire ; hurl, from her ſummit, 
Proud reaſon down; with deſolating fury, 
Convulſe the fixed foundations of exiſtence ; 
And wrenching nature from her laſt receſſes, 
Would drive her round in frenzy! Wilt thou treat me 
With more barbarity than Torquemada! 


LEONORA. 


Oh! I did wrong, to aggravate the weight 
Of thy calamity !—But I'll be calm.— _ 


iin. 


Then wilt thou grant one boon that I ſhall aſk ? 
LEO NORA. 
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LEONORA. 
Whatever Zaigri ſhall requeſt, I'll grant. 


ZAIGRI. 


Give me that dagger, gentle Leonora; 
It ſuits but ill thy tender, female arm. 


LEON ORA. 


Take it, from my regard for truth, and thee; 
But be aſſured, I give it with reluctance: 
For ſhouldſt Th, cruelly, be wreſted from me, 
It would have proved my beſt, my only friend. 


Z AIOGRI. 


My Leonora, from the changeful ſcenes 
That ever paſs before us, let us learn 
Mild reſignation to the will of Heaven. 
Why ſhould the darkneſs of the preſent hour 
Affect the colour of our future days? 
That Providence which of vouchſafes to man 
«| | 1iluftrious proofs of it's paternal love, 
; Can yet, with eaſe, diſperſe this thickening gloom ; 
Reſtore me to the golden light of freedom ; 
Bid us live long, and through long life, be happy. 
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LEONOR A. 


Oh! thou appeaſer of my fears, my ſorrows, 
The tempeſt of my ſoul ; thy ſoft perſuaſion 
Soothes me to peace, as Zephyr breathes on ocean, 
„ | Toſſed 
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Toſſed by the fury of the northern ſtorm. 
I'll moderate my woe; watch o'er myſelf; 
And ex piate, to offended Heaven, and thee ! 
But even bis painful interview we're envied ; 
Unwelcome meſſengers, I fear, approach us. 
[Enter TORQUEMADA, and two Servants of the 
Inquiſition, armed. 


SCENE ii. 


ToRQUEMADA. 


What, dare you, then, profane this holy ground 
With warm emotions of unhallowed love ? 
It would befit thee more, thou infidel, 
To teach thy ſtubborn heart to meet ſalvation, 
Than thus to be amuſed with amorous tales ! 
And can the daughter of Medina's duke, 
Spurn filial duty, reverence to the church ; 
Steal meanly from her home; pollute her ſoul, 
With this Mahometan, this wretched Moor ; 
And thus deſert the ſacred path of peace! 


LEO NORA. 

There is no peace, where Torquemada ſways 
His iron ſceptre ; but ſighs, tears, and groans ; 
Diſtraction, and deſpair ; outrageous paſſions, 
That tear the finer ligaments of nature ! 


ZAIGRI. 


I. 
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LAIGRT. 


Let not this caitiff diſcompoſe my fair-one ; 
Break not, for him, thy temper, nor thy promiſe. 
I have not power to puniſh all thy guilt, 
[To Torquemada. 
As it deſerves.—Thou art as weak, as worthleſs ; 
Therefore, unworthy of expoſtulation, 
Whatever deſtiny I, yet, may feel; 


Whether I'm on the rack, or on a bed 
Of roſes ; I ſhall ever be the ſame, 

To thee, thou fiend ; and equally deſpiſe 
The teacher, and the tyrant ! 


TORGUEMA PDA. 


Impious boaſter ! 


Thou ſhalt repent the licence of thy tongue, 


Great Emperour !—Thou inſolent barbarian ! 


My guards, take off this poor, deluded woman ; 
And reconduct her ſafely to her father. 


Z AIGRI. 
Now, Leonora, keep thy ſacred promile ! 


Give me one moment: I inſiſt to have it. 


[ To Torquemada. 
Keep off, ye meaneſt ſlaves; ye ſlaves to prieſtcraft ! 
[To the Guards advancing towards Leonora. 
Know, that betwixt this lady, and myſelf, 


There is a vow recorded in the ſkies ; 


And from their court I learn, and from my ſpirit, 
That, 
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That, conſcious, warms within me, and aſſerts 
It's rightful empire o'er inferiour ſouls; 
That with preſumptuous, and rude interference, 
You dare not check one movement of my will; 
Dare not repreſs, with ignominious hands, 

'The facred ardour of this laſt farewell. 
5 [ He embraces Leonora. 
Firſt of thy ſex l may happineſs be thine ! 
Through fleeting time, and in eternity, 
May all- ſufficient Providence protect thee ! 
Remember me, and univerſal virtue ! 


LEONO RA, while they preſs ber off the Stages 


Oh! while diſtreſs permits my memory 
To hold it's images, both I'll adore ! 
Oh ! hard, intolerable ſeparation ! 
I feel that my exiſtence is divided! 
I feel it torne to pieces ! but my heart, 
The teſt of conſtant love, I leave with Zaigri ! 
[ Exit. 


Z AIGRI, after two or three turns, 
The paroxyſm of my ſoul is paſt. 


1 SCENE IV. 


Enter R.1MENEs, and ALONZO. 


X1MENES. 
Fear not, Alonzo; I ſhall bear the journey. 
You'll bid the ſervants wait, and, then, return. 
| Z AIGRI. 
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LAIGRI, 


What ! is my tutelary genius here! 
[Alonzo goes, and returns. Torquemada 75 
greatly agitated, and falls back. 


X1IMENES. 


My worthy, brave, and greatly injured Zaigri! 


How ſtrange, and how degrading, is our fate! 


J little thought, that you, and good Alonzo, 
Should, with myſelf, e' er meet in Pandemonium ; 
And even before our death ! 
[To Torquemada. 
Come forth, thou vultur ! 
Thou haſt, at length, ſmelt out the flower of manhood ; 


Torne from my arms my boſom friend Iny friend! 


The generous, equal friend of human kind! 

The glory of our ſpecies !—Thou haſt rouzed 

A dauntleſs lion, ſhamefully aſleep, 

Too long ; but now he growls for ample vengeance ; 
Laſhes his ſides, and quickly will devour thee ! 


ToRQUEMADA, 

Is this the man, who ſolemnly engaged, 
And to his dying qucen, that he'd protect me; 
Maintain the dignity, and execution 
Of my ſevere, but ſalutary office? 


XINMEN ES. 
Truth is, thou know'ſt, the idol of my heart ! 
G And 
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And thou muſt likewiſe know, with loyal worſhip, 
How I adore the memory of my queen! 

I gave to Iſabella, on her death-bed, 

A promiſe, in thy favour, too reſtrictive ; 

To which I've payed a doating veneration. 

I now retract that promiſe ; I annull it ; 

And with the bright, celeſtial ſword of juſtice, 

I cut the ſuperſtitious gordian knot. 

Truth is but ſacred, for it's glorious ends; 

And ſo is every virtue. Sparing thee, 

I give myſelf the lye; I tell the world, 

In conduct, that thy horrid deeds are right; 

I contradict the Authour of all nature! 

Let me expunge my crime of dire omiſſion, —— 
— How ſhall I puniſh thee I'll give thee back 
Thyſelf ;—the ſentence which thou haſt pronounced 
On hapleſs men ; I'll make a bonfire of thee ; 
It will give light, and triumph, to all Spain ! 


LAIGRI. 


If ever, Ximenes, I found thy favour, 
Wilt thou permit me, humbly to remind thee, 
That ſouls, like thine, armed with deciſive power, 
'To high authority, howe'er abuſed, 
When fallen, and ſunk, have ſtill inclined to mercy ? 


ALONZo0. 


And wilt thou, too, forgive thy faithful ſervant, 
If he preſumes to add bis with humane, 


That 


1 


i 
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That Zaigri, now, may have his uſual intereſt 
In thy great mind ! 


X1MENES. 
J love you, for your weakneſs, 


My generous friends! It flows from a fine ſource. 


But I'm even deaf to Zaigri, and to you ; 
For I've, now, fixed my juſtice on a rock ; 
And ſhe's impregnable.—No, Torquemada ; 
Thy heart, ſheathed with impenetrable ſteel, 
Mine has not force enough to emulate. 

I never ſhall infli a painful death. 

I'll hang thee——on a ſtatute ; *twas enacted, 
In the firſt year of the Creator's reign 


| Ofer his own world; when, on their golden lyres, 


The minſtrelſy above tuned dulcet notes, 

In honour of this nether globe, replete 

With fair, and with diverſified exiſtence ; 

And ſung that all was good !—The ſtatute ſays, - 
That every tyrant ſhould, in every nation, 

Be hunted down.—Prime miniſter of Satan! 
Thou haſt burned men, becauſe they were too honeſt 
Even life to purchaſe with hypocriſy ! 

Before the gates of this internal dome, 

I'll have a gallows planted, and as high 

As Haman's; that the obſerving world may know, 
That, in ſome caſes, though I ſeem neglectful, 
Sooner, or later, I ſtill raiſe the man, 

According to his merits ; and that prieſts, 


A ſubtle, cringing, yer, aſpiring race ; 
G 2 Hell 
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Hell in their hearts ; the goſpel on their tongues, 
May dread too high promotion 


TORQUEMADA. 


Ximenes, 
Thou ever haſt inclined to mild deciſion ; 
Then, on my knees, let me implore thy mercy ! 


XIME NES. 


Thou haſt deſerved my moſt alarming terrours. 
Know, that I would not take the guiltieſt life, 
Without procedure of fair juriſprudence. 

Thy office gives thee an unbounded range; 
And ſhould'ſt thou, till, ſupinely be allowed 


To prowl, at pleafure, thou might'ſt kill ſome Zaigri. 


Then hear my ultimate, deciſive ſentence; 
And by the God of equity, and mercy, 

It ſhall be executed. Torquemada, 

You ſhall be ſent, well- guarded, to Madrid; 
To drag exiſtence, there, in cloſe confinement, 
During the ſad remainder of your days; 

Far from all friends, all ſocial intercourſe; 
Your ſole companions, in an old ſtate-priſon, 
It's death-like filence ; it's tremendous gloom. 
Waſte not an hour of your perpetual durance ; 
But ftrive, by fervent prayer, ſevereſt penance, 
To make atonement for a barbarous life. 


ToRQUEMADA, on his Knees. 


Yet let me ſupplicate thy lenity ! 


X1IMENES» 


35 
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XIME NES. 


I will not hear a word; for I'm humane 
Guards, bear your priſoner off. 


ToRQUEMADA. 
Tm} Oh ! I've been wrong ! 


And rigour merits rigour ! 
[Exit Torquemada. 


XIMENES. 
Now, my Zaigri; 

If yet awhile 1 live, I'll give my orders, 
That the dark ſhacles, the haviour of this place, 
Shall have a ſmiling metamorphoſis. 
I've banithed, with the taliſman of juſtice, 
The Necromancer, that, for years, hath ruled it. 
The ſable genu, here, from Pluto's empire, 
Too long nave wreathed their melancholy cypreſs, 
But, rather, by my more indulgent magick, 
It ſhall diſplay the fane of Cytherea. : 
Not that I mean, with unbecoming licence, 5 
To give a ſanction to illicit love; 
But that our future Zaigris, Leonoras, 
Shall here prepare their hymeneal wreaths, | 
Wreaths of perpetual bloom, perpetual fragrance, 
And ſtrew the floor with roſes. — Fare thou well, 
My friend! my feelings tell me, that to die, | 
Atchieving good, ſoftens the king of terrours! — 
I'll, at Granada, try to find ſome reſt ; | k 

G 3 | For | 
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For flagging nature aſks it Come, Alonzo ! 
My aid, in life; in death, my conſolation ! 
—Zaigri, this heart is not yet cold; it breathes 
An ardent wiſh for thee ! 


2A1e 1. 
The conſciouſneſs 
That ] poſſeſs thy friendſhip, will inſpire me 
With new ambition to deſerve it more. 


Farewell. : |; 
| [Ximenes retires. 


ZA1GRT, alone. 


I have thy wiſh in ſtrong remembrance ! 
But I ſhould like to act from full conviction, 
When moved by matters of eternal moment. 
And when I view thee, with infirmities 
Preſſed down to earth, my ſympathetick heart 
Sinks, too, beneath a load of gratitude ; 
Nor can preſume, on themes howe'er important, 
To trouble thee with farther argument. 
What mind can cavil at the Chriſtian practice! 
But on ſome themes of holy ſpeculation, 
1 have my doubts. I'll go to good Alvarez, 
The hermit of the dale. I'm ſure, b#1l ſolve them; 
Or not inveigle me with ſophiſtry. 
Betrayed in youth (before we learn ſuſpicion) 
By a perfidious world, his ſhining talents 


He long hach buried in a devious wild, 
- Adorned with nature's rich, fantaſtick ſcenes ! 


I'Il not loſe time; for I'm impelled by love! 


All 


|- 
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All-conquering power! did not 2% intereſt, now, 
Promote ſuperiour duty ; I ſhould fear 

That o'er it thou wouldſt claim deſpotick ſway, 
And prove victorious ! Thou art Heaven below ! 
And, hence, *tis thine, even in religious minds, 
To rival, to out-rival, Heaven above! 


[ Exit, 
SCENE V. Granada. 
Duke of MEDINA SIDONIA———LEONORA. 


Duo K x. f 


Who would haye thought that ever Leonora, 
For filial love, for piety renowned, 


Would, when her virtues were matured, have turned 
A rebel to her father, and her God ! 


LEON ORA. 


Surely, my father, Heaven inſpired our reaſon, 
To light us to all truth; and, oft, my conduct 
I've tried with reaſon freed from prejudice ; 

But I could never find that it deſerved 
Theſe harſh, opprobrious epithets. 


Du K k. 
Thy paſſion 
Gives a wrong biaſs to thy reaſon. Canſt thou 
Oppoſe thy trivial Knowledge to the doctrines 
Which our unerring church hath ratified ? 
Has not a heretick ſeduced thy love ? 
An everlaſting reprobate of Heaven ? 
G 4 LEON ORA. 
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LEONOR A. 


If thou haſt formed my mind, with eaſe, to honour, 
Let it provoke thee not, that I'm fincere, 


And too reflecting for implicit faith. 


In Zaigri, I admire a heart humane, 
And valiant ; intellectual faculties 
Sublime, and conſecrated by the loye 
Of truth. And is the Deity the foe 
Of this effential piety, from cauſes 


External, and contingent ? Were our country 


Only ten leagues from Europe, Mahomet 

Would have preſcribed our faith ; without our choice, 

We ſhould have vowed obedience to the Koran, 2 

From reverence to our fathers. Would the Judge 

Of heaven, and earth, have marked with his diſplea- 
ſure, 

That amiable, that neceſſary errour ? 

We ſhould have been condemned, as ſoon, by him, 

For any other mode; for dreſs; for language. 


DVUK x. 

Thou prating infidel ! are we to know 
The moral ſyſtem of the Deity ? 
And raſhly to pronounce on his decrees ? 
Is not thy boldneſs checked, when he declares 
In his own oracles—*<* I will have mercy 
On whom I will have mercy ?” Leonora, 
L have not patience for a vain debate; | 


Reſolve 


A T R A G E D F. 
Reſolve to conquer a profane attachment; 
Or to the grave 1 ſhall deſcend with ſorrow ! 


LEONOR A. 


89 


Oh! Iwill rather droop, and die, grief's victim! 


Name any arduous taſk within my power; 
and I'll perform it, to preſerve my father! 


Dou K E. 


Determine, then, to think no more of Zaigri. 


p LEONORA. 


Aas! my lord; I fear that you require 
i:poſfibility ! Even reaſon's thoughts, 
Win colder, flower march, will oft invade 
ic breaſt, in lonely hours! But to arreſt 
Dic feet, and glowing pictures of warm fancy, 
Ritng in ſighs, and darting to their object, 
When tlie ſoul works, in fertile ſolitude, 
Would be, to check the lightning's fiery wing, 
in tranſit through a ſtill, and lowering ſky, 
But though the varied motions of my mind 
May prove too quick, and ſubtle for controul, 
*Tis virtue's privilege to govern action; 
And Ill be watchful, never, in my conduct, 
To wound my conſcience, or afflict my father. 


Du K E. 


If thou art now ſincere; if with thy words 
Thou art reſolved to correſpond in action, 


Rej ect 
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Reject all future intercourſe with Zaigri. 

If thou obſerveſt this injunction, peace, 
Serenity, and happineſs, are mine. 

But ſhould it be contemned, thy diſobedience 
With melancholy will oppreſs my age. 


LEONOR A. 


Than thy diſtreſs, the worſt of ills ;=pain, death, 
Would be leſs evils to me I'll obey thee ! 


Du kx R. 


Now am I bleſt! I ever did repoſe 
On thy affection, on thy truth. I'Il leave thee, 
In calm retirement, and thy own reflexions, 
To taſte the ſweets of filial piety ; 
How purer, 'more ſublime, are our enjoyments, 
Reſulting from a firm diſcharge of duty, 
Than all the fancied bliſs of youthful paſſion ! 

[ Exit. 


LEONORA, alone. 


I could not make a greater ſacrifice 
Than what I've offered to a father's claim ! 
Oh! Zaigri, in thy generous mind, the motive 
Will plead thy pardon of my dread reſolve ! 
1 know, *twill wound thy heart ; but be affured, 
That all it's pangs will be returned by mine. 
With what acuteneſs ('tis preſumed) we argue 
Againſt a force, or weakneſs, not reſiding 
In our own breaſt My father's prejudices 


Flow 


A TR AGE D T. 


Flow not from ſordid ſources.— Pride Caſtilian : 

A zeal intemperate for our holy faith ! 

Theſe are the foes to Zaigri, and to me ! 

But is not, oft, the groveling luſt of gold, 

That putrid fever of the ſoul, in age, ; 
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ALONZO. 


The tyrant of a fine, a noble flame ? 4 
Doth it not fancy, in it's wild delirium, 9 
That avarice is a virtue, love, a crime? 5 
— But what are cool, and ſage remarks, to me? þ | 
Were not our ſouls, in ſight of Heaven, united! 1 
And am not I now torne, divorced from Zaigri ? 5 | 
— Oh ! what a pathleſs deſart is the world! . 
[Exit Leonora. M 
, 

SCENE VI. Granada. þ 
XIMENES, alone, repoſing on a Sofa. f 

What comfort have I felt from this repoſe ! 1 

It recreates the poor remains of life. 1 
But who invades my ſolitude ?—Alonzo ! 0 | 
[Enters Alonzo. 4 

it] 


— 


My lord, I interrupt, with great reluctance, 
Your quiet; but there is a cauſe ;—Giraldo, 
Honoured with your eſteem, has been imprudent ; 
He warmly urged me to requeſt an audience. 


XIMENES, 
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XIMENES. 


I've heard a ſtrange report ; and much it grieves me, 
Admit him inſtantly. 
| [Alonzo retires. 
My life 1s deſtined, 
To it's expiring hour, to change, and tumult, 
When ſhall I reach the tranquil hemiſphere, 


Eternally ſerene What object meets me 4 
Giraldo, and in chains! 
* [ Giraldo enters, manacled, and 


guarded ; and Alonzo. 
Why do you bring 
My friend, an honeſt, generous, valiant man, 
Thus chained, and guarded, like a deſperate felon ? 


1/t Guard. 


My lord, we can produce our witnefles, 
To prove, that he has murdered Baracaldo : 
But from his love of truth, from his Hank nature, 
We are perſuaded, that he'll own the fact. 
It was determined, that his crime ſhould flow 
Along the common ſtream of legal juſtice. 
But, with much ardour, he requeſted leave 
To make his firſt appeal to you : our ſtate 
Owes great indulgence to the brave Giraldo : 
He, for his judge, deſerves a Ximenes, 


X1MENRS. © 
Giraldo, thy defence I with to hear; 
And yet I dread to hear it; my eſteem 
| For 
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For thee, hath correſponded with thy virtues. 
*Tis J, who ſuffer all the culprit's fears! 


GIRAL Do. | 
This breaſt, my lord, fear hath not yet invaded : 
Honour hath, for itſelf, no cauſe to fear. 
My ſword I've crimſoned with a villain's blood: 
I've put an end to Baracaldo's crimes ; 
His life I've taken, which he owed to thee. 
I have performed a noble act of juſtice, 


X1IMENES. 


But by thy arm, I'm ſtabbed, through Baracaldo ! 
Alas! how oft do great, exalted ſouls, 
Who, ,we would almoſt wiſh, might live for ever, 
Their ruin court, by deeds precipitate ! 
If Baracaldo, guiltleſs of a charge 
Imputed to him, fell, I grieve for him : 


But, oh! my aged heart bleeds for Giraldo! 


GIRAL PDO. 
Why ? that the traitor poiſoned Ximenes, 
I can convince the world; and if the world, 
In retribution fair, my laſt atchievement 


Crowns with the patriot's deathleſs wreath of glory, 
To an ignoble fate wilt hou confign me? 


X1MENES. 


Heaven's clemency forbid that I condemn thee ! _ 


By our eſtabliſhed laws thou muſt be tried, 


And 
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And judges. Had thy unimpaſſioned reaſon 


Controuled thy generous heart's exceſs This ſcene 


I wiſh to cloſe ;—'tis agonizing to me ! 

Giraldo, I am old; for many years, 

I've been in power, too apt to taint the heart ; 
Now, when I rottering ſtand on the grave's brink, 
I cannot find that I have ſtained my life 

With one oppreſſive, one injurious act; 
Though by ſuch acts, oft, with impunity, 


My friends I might have ſpared, or have promoted; 


Enriched myſelf, or gratified revenge, 

Even by great ſouls too warmly entertained. 

Next to my God, I've always worſhipped juſtice ; 
It is his type ; his repreſentative ; 

In it's full ſenſe, it means, whatever good 

Can be performed by reaſoning, conſcious beings. 
Juſtice is dearer to me than Giralds ! 


GIRALDO. 


My heart as yet retains it's ſatisfaction 
For having prompted this intrepid hand ! 
Nor do I meanly wiſh thou may'ſt relinquiſh, 
On my account, thy well-earned palm of juſtice ; 
Bright ornament of venerable age ! 


XIMENES. 


W-fated warmth ! are we to ſuperſede, 
By our raſh thoughts, divine, and human laws !._ 
Are we to ſeize the flaming bolts of Heaven ! 
Perhaps God means to puniſh guilt enormous, 


By 
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By ſuffering it to live; or, has he not 
A high tribunal in the other world, 
Of univerſal, and compleat redreſs ? 


* 


— 


GIRALDO. i 
There I rely.-You've told me that you wiſhed 4 


e To cloſe this ſcene ;—'tis agonizing to you.“ | AM 
Then hear a word or two, and I depart. 
Firmly, you know, I've oft encountered death, 14 
Briſtled with horrour, in the martial field. ht 
And firmly on the ſcaffold I can face him, | 1 
If 1 ſhould ſuffer in a manly cauſe. EE, 
I humbly will expect that high tribunal, 
Which will atone for earth's iniquity ! 


Farewell, good cardinal !—perhaps, for ever! 
[ Exit Giraldo. 


XIMENES. 
Alonzo, go; and till I recollect 


Full preſence of my mind, ſtop all ed 
Againſt Giraldo. 


ALONZ0. 
I obey, with pleaſure, 
[ Exit Alonzo. 


X1MENES, alone. 


This cruel conflict rends my languid heart q 
Under the banner of Toledo's croſs, 
My gallant ſoldier fought before Oran. 


By . £4 The 
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The quick, pure efferveſcence of his youth 
Announced the virtues of his riper years. 
Juſt as the troops were forming, in my tent, 
My orders he received; and aſked my blefling ; 

For on the ſtrength of that viaticum, 

I'm ſure, ſaid he, to conquer, or to die, 

Anticipating Heaven ! His warmth ſhot chrough mel 
I gave the benediction, with a tear, — 
Dropt from anxiety, from hope, from joy. 

He left me; joined his ſquadron; and like lightning, 
He charged, and broke the thickeſt of the foe ! 

He was all, fire, all, friendſhip ; and all, honour ; 
Therefore, my celibacy's choſen ſon ! 
And he has forfeited a glorious life, 

From his enthuſiaſtick zeal for me 5 

What ſhall I do, to fave this generous man! — 

I'll interpoſe :—but, then, I ſhall wound juſtice ! 
And if I keep aloof, I loſe Giraldo ! 

This is the heavieſt ſhock that, yet, I've ſuffered : 

It, now, precipitates the fatal ſtroke 

On agitated, and expiring age 

Oh! thou, whom my ſoul loveth Oh! Giraldo ! 
My lon, my ſon!—Would, I might die for thee! 


{Exit Ximenes. 
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SCENE I. 


" The Cave of the Hermit ALVAREZ : @ beautiful, and 
romantick proſpect: in it's interiour Part, the Hermit's 
Cave. A Rock, verdure, Wood; a Stream. The 
Herr, and ZAIGRI, advanting from the Cave; 


HERMIT: 


ND have I, then, my noble prince, completed 
our god-like regent's work of thy converſion ? 
Great is the pleaſure, to me; great the honour; 


ZAIGRI. 


Thou haſt, indeed, Alvarez; and I feel 
The happieſt hour that &'er inſpired my life; 
It ſtrews my path of time with richeſt flowers ; 
And ſpreads before my eye thoſe diſtant objects, 
Approximated by the power of fancy, 
Which, with their glowing tints, their forms expreſſive, 
Adorn, diverſify, and animate 
The golden regions of eternal day. 


- 
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ALVAREZ. 


Permit me, then, to aid thy memory, 
For thy important uſe ;—more to collect, 
Compreſs, concenter, in a moral focus, 
Thoſe topicks which we have diſcuſſed, at large. 


 Za1lGRI; 


Pl hear thee with a fixed, a warm attention. 


ALVAREZ. 


The myſteries of our faith, as they're enounced 
In holy writ, be ſure, were never meant, 
By the pure Source of reaſon, peace, and love, 


For objects of perplexed, fatiguing ſtudy ; 


Yet leſs for hot, and rancorous diſputation. 

In intellect, compared with higher ſcales 

Of being, we're but pygmies ;—there are truths 
Of ſo abſtruſe, or ſo ſublime a nature, 

That they admit not ſounds for mortal ears, 
Nor the conceptions of embodied minds. 

Yet are theſe myſteries not expreſſed, in vain. 
Before the empyrcal throne of God, 

When we imbibe his preſence ; when we quaff 
Knowledge, and immortality ; to learn 

Thoſe hidden truths completely ; and to trace, 
With eaſy penetration, their alluſions, 
Reciprocated from the different parts 


Of both the ſacred codes; tbcir harmony, 


o= 


* 1 Hence, 
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Hence, to admire, with more exalted rapture, 
May be our glorious privilege | 


4 


Z AI GRI. 


Alvarez! 
While J perſue thy reaſon, and thy fancy, 
I own thy force, and I adopt thy flame ! 
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Meanwhile, my ſon, theſe myſteries are inſerted, 
Though their extent, their ſubſtance, be net known, 
With ſtriking emphaſis, in our religion; 

They give a grandeur to the ſolemn fabrick ; 

And to a pious temper mould the ſpirit, 

Perhaps we ſhould not worſhip even the Firſt 

Of Beings, with ſuch humble adoration, 

And fervour, were he not, THE GREAT UNE NO WN! 
The mind, for every noble enterprize ; 

For all it's noble tones, and energies, 

Requires the grand, the vaſt, the infinite. 

Hence, the brown horrours of the deepening ſhade, 
Impervious to the eye, delight the ſoul, 

Intent on ſtrains of matchlets eloquence, 

Enforcing publick virtue. Hence, a foreſt, 

Lofty in height, thick with umbrageous honours, 
Was the true nymph Egeria, to ſage Numa, 

While he, with civil, and with ſacred laws, 
Improved the majeſty of ancient Rome. 

And, hence, the poet, in his walks retired, 

At calm, and dufky eve (an ivied ruin, 
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Of age, and perfect ſymmetry, imagined, 
With active magick raiſing the fine ſprites) 

Sees, through the eye of fancy, airy forms, 
Gleam, and evolve, and ſport athwart the glade, 
O'crſhadowed with the night's approaching awe. 
But Zaigri, I forget what I propoſed ; 

I promiſed to contract, and I expand. 


LAIGRTI. 
Thou art conciſe, to my engaged attention ! 
Charming analogiſt! what pity tis, 
That your religion, breathing love, and formed, 
To ſpread it's genial empire o'er the world, 
Should not be, ever, thus pourtrayed in ſmiles, 
And ne'er diſtorted to unnatural frowns ! 


ALVARE Ze. 


*Tis, that Pm independent of mankind, 
Have, long been freed from all connexion with them ; 
Contagious, ever, to our peace, and virtue ! 
That I've acquired this beautiful religion. 
I owe thoſe truths ethereal, which my ſpirit 
Attract, more, and more ſtrongly, to the Father 
Of ſpirits, to my reaſon's full exertion ; 


My reaſon uncorrupted, undiſturbed ; 


I owe them to that humble roof of nature; 
That grove, that river; that profound retirement, 


2 AtG RN 1. 
Father, it grieves me, that our. intercourſe 
With our own kind, effential, to produce 


The poliſhed arts, and every great atchievement, 
Should 
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Should wage, in it's reverſe, perpetual war 
With innocence, tranquithty, and virtue. 


ALVAREZ. 


Juſt, the complaint, and juſt is thy regret, 

Yes, Zaigri ; had I been a ſelfiſh artiſt, 

And figured in the drama of the world ; 

Perhaps, I, now, had been a feveriſh prelate, 

Fired with ambition, and malignant zeal ; 

Had turned eternal order to confuſion ; 

Mangled, with raſh, and ſacrilegious hand, 

The word of life; made myſteries more myſterious ; 

Promulged ſome empty, doating, jingling creed, 

And arrogated, with imperial frown, 

The blind affent of nations. Rebel Reaſon, 

Perhaps, had ſpurned, with glorious contumacy : 

Then I had poured my deadly, prieſtly poiſon, 

Through ſome weak monarch's ſuperſtitious ear; 

Liſted him in the devil's cauſe, and told him \ 
/ That it was God's The martial trump had ſounded ; 
And from the banners, while the croſs of Peace, 
Emblem of univerſal charity, 
Had ſtreamed, and floated, with dire ſoleciſm, 
Over our fell cruſaders, I had deluged 
Whole realms with blood ! 
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Z AIGRI. 
Benign, humane Alvarez 
Methinks, the ghoſts of my great anceſtors, 
Of many gallant, ſlaughtered Moors, are, now, 
Impending o'er us, to give evidence 
H 3 | To 
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To thy diſtreſsful, but authentick picture! 
Hapleſs, iliuſtrious, venerated ſhades ! 
Heaven has avenged, or will avenge, your cauſe! 


ALVARKESZ. 


You leave a cauſe, involving human kind, 
With him, whoſe equity is pure, whoſe power 
Omnipotent.— The ceremonies, rites, 

The pomp of our religion, we agreed, 

On fair examination, were not themes 

For thy ſevere objection. Long experience 
Clearly demonſtrates, that the major part, 

The vulgar of mankind; our general ſpecies, 
Muſt to their pious duty be allured, 

And fixed, by ſolemn, or by ſplendid objects, 
That charm, or awe, their minds, in common life. 
Therefore, as he, who pays his publick homage 


To theſe appendages of piety, 


Which need not check the vitals of religion, 
Her ſalutary, her ſublime _exertions, 

Acts, the good citizen, the friend of man; 
They ne'er will find a caviller in Zaigri, 


Z AIGRI. 


Alvarez, I'm completely ſatisfied. 


All Spain ſhall know that I'm a proſclyte, 


Fre many days elapſe. Farewell, thou teacher 
Of perfect righteouſneſs; if I ſhould fail 

7 ec to reviſit ſoon, I ſhould reproach 

This honeſt heart with baſe ingratitude, 


ALVAREZ: 


A TR AG E D T. 


ALVAR E Z. 


Farewell! may Heaven's good Providence preſide 


O'er all thy thoughts, and all thy actions! 


[ He turns, and goes towards his Cave; he 


returns, and ſays to Zaigri ;— 


Stay ; 


One warm remembrance more, my ſon ;—obſerve it, 


Above all faith, all zeal ; all other practice; 

Ii ſelF is all. Be actively humane; 

For true humanity is proved by deeds: 

As nought but feeling for another's woe 

Can wound the bliſs of virtue, the good man 
(As our grim prieſts will compaſs ſea, and land, 
To ſtab the ſoul, to make one proſelyte !) 

Will travel patiently, from pole to pole, 

To ſee the cruel grief that he can ſoothe ! 

He will not only cheer the hoary widow, 

Who ſhivers at his door, and bid her ſmile ; 

But he will traverſe all Arabia's ſands, 

If he can but ſubſtract a ſingle unit 

From the dread aggregate of human ills. 

He'll plunge into a dangerous ſea of ſorrow ; 
He'll dive into the dank, and noiſome dungeon; 
And there, to poverty, and crimes, by culprits 
Of greater guilt, in elevated office, 
To the worſt fate condemned, this god-like man 
Will blooming health reſtore, and purer air, 


And, in their breaſts, the rays of hope relumine ! | 
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ZAIGRI. ( 
A glorious doctrine ! and my ſoul aſſures me, 
It is not difficult Farewell, Alvarez! 


[ Exenunt, 
SCENE II. 


ALoNzo, and GATINARA. 


— 


% . ALONZz o. 

My worthy Gatinara, many years 
Have now elapſed, fince we enjoyed together 
Our lively hours of youth, that made time rapid ! 


I, from two cauſes, am oferjayed to meet thee ! 


The pleafing ſight of a ſincere, old friend, 

Gives back our paſt, and, oft, our beſt exiſtence ; 
And, fure, thy meſſage, at this criſis, brings 
Grateful intelligence to Ximenes. 

But Gatinara, what pecuhar object 

Is agitated at the court of Bruſlels ? 

i'm not preſuming to inquire too far. 


GATIN ARA. 
What much employs our minds, muſt. actuate yours ; 
Our ſov ereign' s voyage to his realms of Spain; : 


The prepara ations for this great event 


Are all compleated ; many hearts, Alonzo, 
Sow burn with loyal prayers ; but more with anxious 
Wiches of private intereſt, and ambition. 
A leiter to your venerable regent, 
Which only to himſelf I muſt deliver, 
With the moſt expeditious uſe of time, 
5 Was, 


— 


a TRAGEDY: vo; il 
Was, by our miniſter, with me entruſted. 4 
Then wilt thou, ſoon, Alonzo, for thy friend, | 1 
Procure an audience of the cardinal ? 


ALO NZ o. 1 4 
Diſpatch has been, with we, a golden rule; 
And ſure it's practice I'll exert for thee. 
Two objects of important magnitude 
Will mark this fad, yet this auſpicious æra; 
The long-defired arrival of our prince; 
And, much I fear, the death of Ximenes. 
Age, complicated cares of government, 
And deadly poiſon, preſs him to the grave. | 1 
Curſe on the iron heart that firſt ſuggeſted, : | 
- The head that plotted, and the hand that laid 4 
This baleful ambuſh for my honoured maſter ; — 
Of Spain the glory, to the human race 
A friend, and an illuſtrious ornament ! 
Although his pulſe of life it's uſual office 
— Performs with feeble, and reluctant motion, | b 
His loyal heart {till pants to meet his ſovereign ; ; 
And, with that view, forthwith he purpoſes 
A journey to Aranda! Ximenes, 8 
Like all great ſouls, on fire for arduous deeds, | : 
Is, to the laſt, conſiſtent ; of himſelf | | g 
Is emulous; and even with death contends. | 
King never owed ſo deep a debt to ſubject, - 
As ſtands betwixt our monarch, and his regent. 
Excuſe me Gatinara ; honeſt zeal 
Makes me forget my promile ; let us go; 
You ſhall not be detained by my delay. [ Exeunt. 
SCENE 
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SCENE III. 


Dux E of MEDINA SI DON Ia —ZAIGRI. 


Z AI GRI. 


You ſay, you're ſatisfied, my lord; — I'm happy: 

Then wound me not with your apologies. 

Even active malice I forgive, with eaſe, 
When it's hoſtilities nd more can hurt me. 
But ſhould I have a heart inexorable 

To honeſt prejudices ; nor, with candour, 
Meet their conciliating, benignant ſmile, 

How groſsly would myſelf be prejudiced ! 
Environed, from our birth, with favourite objects, 
Of eaſe, love, pleaſure, friendſhip, veneration, 
Which model, and attach, with ſtrong controul, 
The willing ſenſes, the reſifting mind ; 

Should we boaſt freedom from all prepoſſeſſion, 
The mortal man would arrogate the angel. 

I have my prejudices; tis my ſtudy, 

To ſoften, to ſubdue them, 


Du x x. 
Royal Zaigri! 
In ſoul a king! Theſe noble ſentiments 
Reproach my oppoſition to thy wiſhes. 


| Z AT RI: 
'Tis an unmeant reproach. | Beſides, thoſe wiſhes 
No longer thou oppoſeſt ; hence, my Lord, 


Each thought, Here entertained, is, now, thy friend. 
*Tis 


A TRAGEDY. 


Tis Ii efteem that gives me Leonora; 
And can I feel reſentment againſt hee 
Strange, moſt unnatural animoſity ! 
The fortunate in love, were never captious. 
*Tis a conciliating, refining paſſion ;— 
Abſorbs all other cares; repreiles, foils, 
 Annihilates each mean propenſity ! 

Tis our internal ſun ; without 77's power, 

Souls of fine temper feel exiſtence dreary ; 
From it's full influence, life yields true fruition ; 
And all is animation; all is joy! 

My Lord, I've told you my determination; | 
"Tis, to renounce the worſhip of my fathers, 5 | 
On the next Sabbath, and to be baptiſed : 
Into the Chriſtian faith. You'll, then, excuſe 
Impatience in a lover; ardently 

I wiſh, that Leonora heard theſe tidings ; 
You, now, completely may contraſt her pain, 


Du KE. 4 
I will not loſe a moment to oblige you. | He rings. 
Though while this obligation 1s conferred, 

I but perform the duty of a father. [Enters a Servant. 
You'll tell my daughter, that I with to ſee her. 

[ Exit Servant. 

[ Leonora enters, pays her compliments, with 

confuſion, to both. 


ZAaliGR1, advailcing, and bowing to ber. 


At length, my virtuous love of Leonora 
Obtains the ſacred ſanction of her father. 


LEO NORA. 
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LEON ORA. 


Where am I? do I wake? or do I dream? 
And yet, my dreams were ever more portentous ! 
Sure, Zaigri cannot mock me; ſure, my father þ 
Can never taunt the miſeries of his daughter! 


Du kk. | 
Thy lover, Leonora, is a Chriſtian | J 


LEON ORA. 
The news, you'll think, my Lord, ſhould give me 
rapture 
As yet, it but produces agitation, 
That wildly flutters *rwixt the two extremes 
Of joytul, and of mortifying thoughts! 
I know, he has not changed his faith, from fear; 
I hope, he has not changed his faith, from love. 


1. oY gy Re OO Da 


| Z AIGRI. 

| The Moors, fair Leonora, are as truthful 
As your Caſtihans ; know that I'm a Chriſtian, : E 
A proſelyte, from rational conviction ; 
From the reſult of calm, and cloſe inquiry; 
From the free choice of an impartial mind. 
He, who, for truth, ſhrunk not from racks, or flames, 
Would, but, alone, for that celeſtial object, 
With equal firmneſs, quit the joys of love. 
My countellours, in this important change, 

| Were, an Alvarez, and a Ximenes ; 

Judge of their knowledge, their integrity. 


> WH > I - 


LEON ORA. 


F 
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LEON ORA. 
Then, is this hour moſt prodigal of bliſs 

Of all that ever crowned my day with- pleaſure. 
Good Heaven! 1 thank thee for my ſufferings paſt ! f 
They give a double zeſt to preſent joy! 1 
As April's tears augment the fluſh of ſpring ! | 
Thou ſurely canſt not think I entertain [ To Zaigri. 
A moment's doubt of thy fincerity. 
Each eye, my Lord, with common viſual ray, 

| [ To the Duke. 
May, to the bottom ſee, of Zaigri's ſoul : 
It is a pure, a clear, ambroſial fountain, 


Reflecting every object it contains, 4 


In it's true magnitude, and form, and colour. [ 
Sordid hypocriſy, and noble Zaigri, 

Are, ever, farther than the poles, aſunder : | 
Such men as he, are images of God ! 1 


Du k k. 
Daughter, I love thee for thy honeſt ardour; 
But let it know it's bounds, nor blaze to rapture. 


LEON ORA. 
Oh! pardon me, my venerated father! 


My mind muſt, now, take it's unbounded range ! 


This rapture let me offer, now, to Zaigri, 
An incenſe far inferiour to his merit, 
Long hath he toiled, and often courted danger, 
To earn the hero's laurel, in the field ; 
Then, for this bridegroom's brow, *tis mine, to form 
A wreath of chaſte, and ever-blooming myrtle. 
Why, 
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Why, at this criſis, need I fear to open 

The intimate receſſes of my ſoul ? 

No l let the venal, and ambitious fair, 

Dupes to life's idle pageants, wealth, and grandeur, 
Who, with bold perjuries, at Heaven's dread altar, 
Aſtoniſh trembling ſaints, and liſtening angels, 
Obſervers vigilant of human actions; — 

Let them, with ſpecious manners, ſpecious words, 
Varniſh their guilt, and act a laboured part; 

The artleſs mind has nothing to conceal. 


Duo kx. 
Proceed, without reſerve; I'll not be wounded 
By thy integrity ; thy father taught thee, | f 
Even from thy infancy, to be ſincere. 


5 LEO NORA. 


I now evince my reverence to his precepts; 
And ſuch a proof, I truſt, will ne'er offend. 


Although with pious, and obſervant heart, f 
The hallowed faith I worſhip, of my fathers, | 
Vet ſhould I live, in ſome retreat, with Zaigri, 

Remote from the communion of the church, 

And of the world; and ſhould we, there, converſe, 1 
As we were uſed, in ſacred dialogue, 

On virtue, on eternity, on God ; I 
I ſhould, nor with temerity, conclude, 

We practiſed, then, the Catholick religion; 

I ſhould forget it's engines, in it's eſſence : F 8 
And with the riſing, and deſcending ſun, 1 


With holy warmth, if we ſhould kneel, together, 
Bencath 


* 


Beneath the foliage of Tait lofty grove, 

Which undulated to the breath of Zephyr, 

And bowed Heaven's acquieſcence to our prayer; 
I ſhould be ſatisfied, that our devotionnsss 
Were offered in a conſecrated temple ; 

Nor painfully be anxious to frequent 
The-churches of Madrid, or Saragoſſa. 

Our manſion in the humble vale of life; 

Zaigri's fair fame; his ahimating converſe; | 
My emulation of his great example, þ 
And Heaven's paternal eye, would prove, -t me, | 
All wealth, all power, all grandeur, all religion ! | 


5 1 


Z ATN I. 
Oh! Leonora! if, to eloquence, 
Thy lover had been trained, inſtead of arms, 
The noble tribute of % generous praiſe 
The orator could never have repayed ! | 
No words are adequate ; it muſt be thanked 
By my endeavours to deſerve it more ! 


Du k E. 
Love, and romance, I find, are ſtill connected. 
We muſt allow their union. Thy exceſs 


[ To Leonora. 
Is beauteous ; for it flows from ardent virtue! 


Z. 
We fixed the time, my Lord, when my converſion 
Should, in your church, be fully ratified. 


Let me requeſt, on that auſpicious day, 
The 


th 
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The hand of Leonorq;; let my wiſh , 
Meet your acceptance. 


* 


Du K E. | 
Never was propoſal 
More grateful to my ear. 


LEONORA. 
| And if it drew my frown, 
After a life thus far to truth devoted, 
A moment would have taught me to diſſemble. 


ZAIGRI, embracing ber. 

Thanks inexpreſſible my ſoul returns thee, 
For this laſt proof of thy ſincerity ! 
But let us, without loſs of time, my friends, 
With this eventful, and propitious ſcene, 
A little ſtrength impart, and ſteddier flame, 
To our good regent's quivering lamp of life. 
His feeble age is, like his vigorous youth, 
Employed ; he ſtill promotes the good of man. 
Then, you may judge, with what a lively ſenſe, 
He feels the happineſs of thoſe he loves. 
My lord, I'II follow you. My Leonora! 
Our fortune ſhows that we ſhould ne' er deſpond. 
Let fell deſpair, at length, aſſail the breaſt 
Long obſtinate in crimes; *twas never meant 
By Heaven, that the wild fiend ſhould ſeize on virtue! 

[ Exeunt* 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 


X1iMENES, ALONZO, and GATINARA, 


XIMENE s, ſupported by Alonzo. 
Nature, I, now, feel quite exhauſted in me; 
But he, who dies, in the diſcharge of duty, 
Provides himſelf, for his departing ſoul, 
A good viaticum : well, Gatinara, 
Pray, what is your commiſſion ? from my king, 
A meſſage, even before tis known, revives me. 


[He eats bimſelf on a ſofas 


GATINARA. 
I have a letter for your Excellence, 
Whick to deliver only to yourſelf, 
I ſtrictly was enjoined. 
[ He gives to Ximenes the letter. 


Ss 


XIMENES. 


Read it, Alonzo z 
I know that Gatinara may be truſted, 


ALOoN z o, reads. 
« We have your ſervices in good remembrance ; 
<« But our arrival on the Spaniſh coaſt, 
© Whither we mean, without delay, to fail, 
© Think not, with your infirmities, to welcome, 
In. perſon ; therefore, when you've read this letter, 
«© Strait, to your holy ſee, and peace, retire, 
«© You've led a life of ſpifit, and of action; 
«© But gentler, better ſcenes, your age demands; 
I « Eaſe 


cc 


9 
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«« Eaſe, and a calm attention to the ſouls 

« Committed to your care, and to your own. 

Farewell, good Cardinal; may Heaven protect you. 
CHARLES, Rex.“ 

[ Wpile Alonzo reads the letter, the action of Ximenes 
expreſſes grief, and horrour ; at the cloſe of it, he 
faints. 

ALONZO. 

I fear, this letter was the dart of death ; 

It muſt pierce all who know the worth it wounds. 


GATIN ARA. 
At a moſt inauſpicious time it reached him; 
I dread the conſequence But he recovers ! 


X1MENES. 
Alonzo; did mine ear inform me rightly ? 
Although this royal mandate was inhuman, 
I felt it far too deeply ;—flagging nature 
Deſerts, betrays, the vigour of my mind ! 
Is this my aged loyalty's reward 
—Yes, feeble as I am, my zealous heart 
Propoſed to meet it's prince !—Ungenerous letter ! 
It is a ſnake, not half-concealed in flowers! 
Am ! diſgraced, when, ſurely, I deſerved 
A civick wreath !—-But, haply, I forgot, 
Loft in the buſineſs, and the pomp of ſtate, 
The ſacred page that warns us not to truſt 
In princes! I have now, for fifty years, 
Been anxious, been induſtrious to augment 
The Spanith glory !--Shade of Ifabella ! 
Now 
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Now long beatified ! Fair, great, and good! 
How would thy ſoul have ſhuddered, thus to treat 
An old, and faithful ſervant Who diſturbs me? 


LA rap without; Alonzo advances towards the door. 


A Meſſenger, ſays, 
The Mooriſh prince, Medina's duke, his daughter, 
Deſire to ſpeak with Ximenes, 


ALON Zz o. 


He cannot 
Admit them now. 


XIMENES. 


Receive them, good Alonzo ; 

I ſtill can give attention to my friends: 
My life is ſhort ; once more I'll ſee, and hear them. 
Let me expire, myſelf ; and to this letter, 
Which looks a demon, give an angel's office; 
Yes ;—let it break the feeble ligaments, 
Which hold me yet to earth. 

: [Enter Duke, Zaigri, Leonora. 


XIMENES. 


Welcome, my friends! 
Read, here, a living, yet, a dying leſſon; 
*Tis uſeful ; and (farewell reſerve !) *tis big 
With the deformity of human nature ! 
My noble Duke; though you, and I, have differed, 
I know your heart ſo well, and my own conſcience, 
That, I'm perſuaded, you'll regret my fall ! 


1 Du k E. 


* * 
— — — 
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Du kx. 
Even when thy power, with vigour, was directed 
Againſt my family; truſt me, this heart 
Breathed an involuntary kiſs of homage 
Toward thy threatening hand ! my ſoul is wounded, 
To ſee thy diſcompoſure But explain 
A word of myſtery ;—what means, thy Fall? 


X1IMENES, 

It ſeems, the ſight of me, would hurt our ſovereign ! 
He even anticipates a friend's diſgrace 
And to perpetual exile from his preſence, 
Condemns me, ere himſelf arrives in Spain. 
This cruel thought diſarms my reſolution ; 
And ſtimulates, again, my pungent feelings ! 
*T was an unkind return, for all the plans, 
Formed, for his greatneſs, in this aged head, 
Whiter, perhaps, by ardent cares for him, 
Than by the froſt of time !—My God, forgive me, 
Who ſeeſt our inmoſt ſprings of thought, and action; 
Seeſt, how this blow muſt ſhock my languid mind, 
In natural ſympathy with a weak body !— 
Forgive me, after I aſpired to Heaven, 
For this relapſe to earth ll change my objects, 
Zaigri, to you, and to fair Leonora, 


I ſooner ſhould have payed a friend's attention. 
Speak ;—tell me all you wiſh that I ſhould know, 


While I have power to hear it ! 


Z AIGRI. 75 
Firſt, my Lord, 
Accept 
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Accept the ſorrow of two friendly boſoms, 
That ſhare the conflict of thy noble mind! 


LEO NORA. 
Heaven is my witneſs, were my earthly bliſs 
Whatever love, and virtue can imagine, 


My knowledge of thy wrongs, oh! Ximenes ! 
And of thy ſufferings, would obſcure it's luſtre ! 


XIMENEs. 
Old as I am, I credit what you ſay. 


Z AIGSA 1. 


I fondly hoped, with pleaſure unallayed, 
To tell thee, that, from conſcience, I abjura 
The ſenſual paradife of Mahomet, j 
And am a convert to the Chriſtian law. | 
The frankneſs of thy honeſt proſelyte a 
Forthwith receives an ample retribution. ; 
Paternal ſanction to a lover's wiſhes ; 
The nuptial hand, and heart of Leonora. 


I 

Fool that I was, inured to diſappointmente, 
| 
| 
[ 


| XIMENES. 
You've always, in eſſentials, been a Chriſtian: 

Hence, your tranſition to our form is eaſy. 

I'm pleaſed that you renounce pernicious tenets, 

Enforcing bloodſhed, and licentious rapine. 

Zaigri's example will produce effects 

Powerful, and ſalutary.— Both approach; 
[They approach and kneel. 
; And 


o 
I 
1 
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And take my benediction.— Health, peace, virtue, 


And her beſt retributions in this world, 

Be ever yours, through a precarious life ! 

And to your future wiſhes, may Heaven's mercy 
Open the gates of everlaſting day 

A heavy vapour ſwims before my ſight! 

A deathful chillneſs, roo, creeps through my heart ! 
Alonzo ! 


ALONZz o. 
My good lord! 


X1MENES. : 
Look well, and tell me, 
What ſecretary wrote that cruel letter ? 


A LON z o; — after having examined the Letter. 
I'm certain of the hand, my lord; *tis Mota's. 


XIMENES. | 
And did not ſhame check his ingratitude ? 
Then our young king, and his amanuenſis, 
Hold forth two dire examples of mankind. 
I trained the riſing talents of this Mota, 
With my expence, and care; nor did I quit 
My cloſe attention to him, till I fixed him 
In opulence, and power epiſcopal ! 
Is his the merit that deſerves a mitre ! 


Can conſecration lock the human heart 

With ſelfiſhneſs, and flint. — Farewell, for ever, 
To theſe deteſted objects. Gatinara 

Is Gatinara there? 


GATINARA, 
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GATINARA. 
My lord, I'm with you. 
XIENE S. 
Mark what I ſay ;—one favour of your prince, 

And only one I beg ; Giraldo's life. 
He ſtabbed a traitor, and a murderer ; 
Some, not reſponſible to this world's juſtice, 
Give an aſſaſſin's blow to their beſt friends. 
May Fame forgive me, if, while I'm contending 
With the keen wounds of black ingratitude, 
And with my laſt mortal infirmities, 
My hiſtory cloſes with defective glory. 
I, who have often ſtruck the baſe, the mean, 
With trembling fear, humiliate, now, myſelf. 
But with a farewell effort, I'll collect 
Muy parting ſoul ; that it may wing it's flight, 
With all it's native, it's habitual vigour. 
For I am going to the king of kings, 
The final ſentence of whoſe dread tribunal 
No petty monarch of our earth eſcapes; 
And where the worthy find their due reward : 
» No Auſtrian cabinet can wrong me, there. 
My God; my Father! If, through a long life, 
I've worſhipped thee, in ſpirit, and in truth ; 
If, juſtice, in proportion to my power, 
J ſtill have executed; if diſtreſs, 
Whene'er its woes I knew, till found, in me, 
An ardent, indefatigable friend ; 
Accept thy ſervant with paternal mercy ! 
And, if, to cruſh the proud, the inſolent; 
To baffle malice, and ta humble tyrants ; 


Im- 
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Important offices, for publick weal, 

Sometimes, my conſequence, in my own eyes, 

The individual's pride, was too much pleaſed ; 

Forgive my frailty, for the general good, 

Which even the narrow love of ſelf effected! 
— Sure nature ſtagnates, now, through all my frame! | 
How cold, and dark it feels !-This faithleſs world 
Recedes!—It flies before me !—Honeſt Zaigri ! | 
Thy image, too, I loſe! But we ſhall meet 
In realms of purer life !——In light eternal! | 


[ He dies. 


LEONORA. 


Ne'er will his voice again inſtruct his friends! 
Our juſt, our generous regent is no more! 


Du Kk E. 


He's dead! — And Spain hath loſt her brighteſt 
glory ! 
Why need we wonder, that his thread of life, 
A long, and ſhining thread, already worne 
Extremely fine, by this laſt ſtroke was ſevered ? 
Keen was the fatal ſtroke, and unexpected! * 


% + 


ALONZO. 
Myſterious Heaven! Thou, only, canſt atone 
For the hard fate of my illuſtrious maſter ! 
Poiſon had, more than age, waſted his body ; 


A poiſoned ſhaft hath, now, transfixed his mind! 4 
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Z AIGRI. 


As great a ſoul, this inſtant, hath expired, 
As e er departed, with it's mortal breath. 
If genius, of reſiſtleſs energy, 
Splendid, at once, and uſeful; and if virtue, 

Of fineſt temperature, ſublimeſt ardour, 

Both, long exerted in diſtinguiſhed ſtation, 

Can make man's memory auguſt, his fame 

Will laſt, and flouriſh, to the end of time! 

His life repeats a document to mortals, 

+ Of the firſt moral import. Let the gay, 

The thoughtleſs, and licentious, think, awhile, 

What future miſeries, even, here, await them; 

Since he, though temperate, ſage ; though juſt, and 

a good, 

Experienced inſults, diſappointments, pains. 
Jo And if to Ximenes, for princely favours, 

Ingratitude moſt barbarous was returned, 

Let vice, appalled with melancholy fear, 

Let virtue, kindled with hope's golden rays, 

Expect the juſtice of their God, hereafter, 
Compleated, in the equitable world! 


[ Axeunt omnes. 


1 


TBS EPILOGUE; 


Written by the Authour, and intended for LO NORA. 


ADTES, I muſt confeſs, I've played the fool; 
But when could reaſon love romantick rule ? 


For though you'll own that valour graced the Moor, 


And truth; yet he was execrably poor; 
J the firſt heireſs in the realms of Spain, 
And he, without an acre of domain! 
Titles we idolize ; and I had been, 

In Zaigri's wife, a titulary queen 
But what effects proceed from rank alone? 
Our numerous wants are eminently ſhown ; 
Chill penury with froſt intenſer ſtings ; 
And ſharpens all the ridicule ſhe brings. 


From Corſica the fact we all muſt know; 
It paſſed, not half a century ago 

(Before Paoli's grew Timoleon's fame) 

A hapleſs king, and "Theodore his name, 
A priſoner in the fleet, reſigned his breath, 
Where oft enormous debts are payed by death, 
Say, while he breathed it's inauſpicious air, 
Did luxury, did flattery ſoothe him, there ? 
Did one good ſtateſman, free from courtly guile, 
Grieve at his frown, or triumph in his ſmile ? 


Than with a phantom ftruck, to wed renown, 
A barren laure), or ideal crown; 
Better, to ſink in ignominious down 
To bid our Cupid take his prudent ſtand 
On ſome rough northern ſquire's extenſive land; 
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Or, by an alderman's unwieldy ſide, 
To ſicep ;—or wake ;—at leaſt, a wealthy bride; 


Yet, there's a truth betwixt each falſe extreme, 
The ſelfiſh blunder, and the airy dream; 
And nature will, ſometimes, reſiſtleſs riſe, 
A glorious reve!, againſt art's diſguiſe ; 
And force even folly to be truly wiſe. 
Sage porents, and ye modiſh fair, excuſe 
Ine momentary ſermon of the muſe. 
A venal world, impatient to be ſold, 
Raſhly aſcnbes omnipotence to gold: 
But there's à ſource of bliſs to married life, 
Of Hymen's brighteſt honours, to the wife ; 
A worth, unmoved by fortune's biind cont:out, 
Entaroned, en{hrined, for ever, in the ſoul ; 
Diftuſiig orient rays, that far o1ſhine 
Ihe ſtars terreſtrial from Colronda's min! 


